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Mr. GEORGE FARQUHAR. 


MI: FARDUHAR, an ingenious comic Writer 


and Poet, was the Son of a Clergyman in Jre- 

land, and born at Londonderry in the Year 1678, 
There he received the Rudiments of Education, and 
diſcovered a Genius early devoted to the Muſes. When 
he was very young, he gave Specimens of his Poetry ; 
and diſcovered a Force of Thinking, and Turn of Expreſ- 
fion, much beyond his Years. His Parents, having a 
numerous Iſſue, could beſtow on him no other Fortune 
than a liberal and polite Education; therefore, when 
he was qualified for the Univerſity, he was ſent to Tr/- 
rity College in Dublin. This was in the Year 1694. He 
made great Progreſs in his Studies, and acquired a con- 
ſiderable Reputation: but his gay and volatile Diſpoſition 
could not long reliſh the Gravity and Retirement of a 
College-life; and therefore, ſoon quitting it, he be- 
took himſelf to the Diverſions of the Stage, and got ad- 
mitted into the Company of the Dublin Theatre. He had 
the Advantage of a good Perſon, and was well received 
as an Actor, though his Voice was ſomewhat weak: 
For which he was reſolved to continue on the Stage, till 
ſomething better ſhould offer. But his Reſolution was 
foon was, ha by an Accident, whereby he was near 
turning a feigned Tragedy into a real one: for being to 


play the Part of Guyomar, who kills Fa/quez, in Mr. 


Dryaen's Indian Emperor, and forgetting to exchange his 
Sword for a Foil, in the Engagement he wounded his bro- 
ther Tragedian, who repreſented Ya/quez, very dan- 
gerouſly ; and tho* the wound did not prove mortal, 
yet Mr. Farquhar was ſo ſhock'd at it, that he deter- 
mined never to appear on To Stage any more. 


2 Soon 


iv Some MEM OIRS of 


Soon after this, Mr. Fargubar, who had now no In- 
ducement to remain at Dublin, went to London. After 
his Arrival there, which was in the Year 1696, the ce- 
lebrated Actor and his Friend Mr. /:/4;, ceaſed not to 


ſollicit him, till he had prevailed with him to write a 


Play. Wilks, knowing his Humour and Abilities, aſ- 
ſured him, that he was conſidered by all in 2 much 


higher Light than he had yet ſhewn himſelf in; and that 


he was much fitter to furniſh Compoſitions for the 
Stage, than to echo thoſe of other Poets upon it ; but he 
was more ſuſtantially invited by a genteel Accommoda- 
tion, which ſuffered him to exerciſe his Genius at his 
Leiſure ; for the Earl of Orrery, who was a Patron as 
well as Maſter of Letters, conferred a Lieutenant's Com- 
miſſion upon him in his own Regiment in Ireland, which 
Mr. Farquhar held ſeveral Years, and behaved himſelf 
well as an Officer, giving ſeveral Proofs both of Cou- 
rage and Conduct. In the Year 1698, his firſt Comedy, 
called Love and a Beotth, appeared upon the Stage; 
and for its ſprightly Dialogue and buſy Scenes was 
well received by the Audience, tho* Wilks had no 
Part in it. It may not be amiſs to remember, that the 
Year after the celebrated Mrs. Olaßeld was, partly upon 
his Judgment and Recommendation, admitted on the 
Theatre; ſhe then being ſixteen Years of Age. 

In the Beginning of the Year 1700, he brought his 
Conſtant Couple, or, Trip to the Jubilee, upon the Stage, 
it being then a Jubilee Year at Rome, when popiſh Zealots 


of all Countries made their Trip thither, to buy Pardons 


and Frinkets for the Convenience of their Souls and Bo- 
dies. In the Character of Sir Harry Vildair, our Au- 
thor drew ſo gay and airy a Figure, ſo ſuited to Mis 
Talents, and ſo animated by his Geſture and Vivacity of 
Spirit, that the Player gained almoſt as much Reputa— 
tion as the Poet. Towards the latter End of this Year, 
we meet with Mr. Farquhar in Holland, probably upon 
his military Daty ; from whence he has given a very fa- 
cetious Deſcription of thoſe Places and People, in Two 
of his Letters dated from the Brill and from Leyden. 
And in a third, dated from the Hague, he very humou- 
roufly relates how merry he was there at a Treat made 


King 


by the Earl of J:moriane, while not only himſelf, but 


Mr. GrON GE FARQUHAR. v 
King William, and others of his Subjects, were detained 
there by a violent Storm, There is alſo among his 
Poems, an ingenious Copy of Verſes to his Miſtreſs 
upon the ſame Subject; which Miſtreſs is ſuppoſed to 
have been Mrs, O/4feld: For that Lady was often heard 
to ſpeak afterwards of many agreeable Hours ſhe had 
ſpent in Captain Farguhar”s 8 In the Begin- 
ning of i701, he was a Spectator, if not a Mourner, at 
Mr. Dryden's Funeral; but the Deſcription he has made 
of it in one of his Letters is not much calculated to in- 
ſpire Sorrow. 

Mr. Farquhar, encouraged by the prodigious Succeſs 
of his laſt Play, made a Continuation of it in the ſame 
Year 1701, in his Comedy called Sir Harry Wildair, 
or, The Sequel of the Trip to the Fubilee; in which Mrs. 
O/dfield received as much Reputation, and was as greatly 
admired in her Part, as Vilis was in his. In 1702, he 
e his Miſcellanies, or, Collection of Poems, 

etters, and Eſſays, which contain a variety of humou- 
rous and pleaſant Sallies of Fancy, It 1s ſaid, that ſome 
of the Letters were publiſhed from Copies returned 
him, at thg Requeſt + Mrs. Olaſield. There is at the 
End of them an Eſſay, which is called, 4 Diſcaurſe 
upon Comedy, in Reference to the Engliſh Stage. There is 
one 2 Letters, which he calls The Picture, con- 
taining a Deſcription and Character of himſelf, which 
begins thus: My Outfide is neither better nor worſe than my 
Creator made it, and the Piece being made by ſo great an 
Artiſt, *twere Preſumption to ſay there were many Strokes 
amiſs, T have a Body qualified to anſwer all the Ends of its 
Creation, and that's ſufficient. As to the Mind, which in 
moſt Men wears as many Changes as their Body, ſo in me "tis 
generally dreſſed like my Perſon in black. In ſhort, my Con- 
fitution is wery fplenetic and very amorous ; both which I 
endeavour to hide, leſt the former ſhould offend others, and the 
latter incommode myſelf : And my Reaſon is fo wigilant in 
reſtraining thoſe two Failings, that I am taken for an eaſy- 
natured Man by my own Sex, and an ill-natured Clown by 
yours. I have very little Eftate, but what lies under the 
Circumference of my Hat; and ſhould I by Misfortune come 
to loſe my Head, I ſhould not be worth a Groat. But I ought 
to thank Providence, that I can by three Hours Study live 
, A 3 one- 
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one- and tauenty, with Satiiſuction te my/elf; and contribute 
to the Maintenance of more Families, than ſome who have 
Thouſands a Year, This, though not all, is enough tor 
a Specimen, 

In the Year 1703, came out another diverting Comedy 
of his, called The Inconſtant, or, The Way to win him: 
Bat now plain Engliſb Productions, with nothing but 
good Senſe, natural Humour, and Wit to recommend 
them, began to give way to /talian and French Operas 
the airy Entertainments of Dancing and Singing, which 
conveyed no Inſtruction, awakened no generous Paſſion, 


nor filled the Breaſt with any thing great and manly : 


and therefore this Comedy was received more coldly 
than the former, tho” not at all inferior to them in 


Merit. Mr. Fargubar was married this Year, and, as 
was at firſt reported, to a great Fortune; which indeed 


he expected, but was miſerably diſappointed. The Lady 
had fallen in love with him, and ſo violent was her Paſ- 
ſion, that ſhe reſolved to have him at any Rate; and as 
the knew he was too much diſſipated in Lite to fall in 
love, of to think of Matrimony, unleſs Advantage was 
annexed to it, ſhe firſt cauſed a Report to be ſpread of 
her being a great Fortune, and then had given him to 
underſtand, that ſhe was in love with him. Fargu«har 
married her; and what is pretty extraordinary, though 
he: found himſelf deceived, his Circumſtances embar- 
raſſed, and his Family increaſing, he never upbraided 
ker for the Cheat, but behaved to her with all the De- 
licacy and Tenderneſs of an indulgent Huſband, 

Very early in the Year 1704, a Farce called The 
Seage Coach, in the Compoſition of which he was jointly 
concerned with another, made its firſt Appearance, and 
was well received. His next Comedy, named The Twin- 
Rivals, was play'd in 1703. In 1706 was acted his 
Comedy, called The Recruiting Officer. He dedicated it 
to all Friends round the Wrekin, a noted Hill near Shrew/- 
bury, where he had been to recruit for his Company 6 
and where, from his Obſervations on Country Life, the 
Manner that Serjeants inveigle Clowns to 1nliſt, and the 
Behaviour of the Officers towards the Milk-maids and 


Country Wenches, whom they ſeldom fail of debauch- 
ing, he collected Matter ſufficient to build a Comedy 
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upon; in which he was ſo ſucceſsful, that even now 
that Comedy fails not to bring full Houſes, His laſt 
Comedy was The Beaxx's Stratagem, of which he did not 
live to enjoy the full Succeſs. He was unhappily op- 
preſſed with ſome Debts ; and this 3 him to make 
Application to a certain Courtier, who had formerly 
given him many Proſeſſions of Friendſhip, His pre- 
tended Patron adviſed him to convert his Commiſſion 
into the Money he wanted, and pledged his Honour, 
that in a ſhort Time he would provide him another, 
This Circumſtance appearing favourable, and unable to 
bear the Thoughts of Want, he ſold his Commiſſion : 
But when he renewed his Application, and repreſented 
his diſtreſſed Situation, his noble Patron had forgot his 
Promiſe, or rather perhaps had never refolved to fulfil 
it. This aiſtraing Diſa pointment ſo prey'd upon our 
Author, that it carried [Fi off this worldly heatre, 
while his laſt Play was acting in the Height of its Sue- 
ceſs, at that of Drury-/ane, His Death happened in 
1707, before he was 3o Years of Age, His friend Mr, 
Wilks was very kind to his two Daughters, and propoſed 
to his Brother Managers, who readily came into it, to- 
give each of them a Benefit, to put them out to Mantua- 
makers, 

The Author of the Mujes Mercury, or Monthly Miſcellany, 
for May 1707, has the following Paſſage, All that lowe 
Comedy will be forry to hear of the Death of Mr. Farquhar, 
auheſe two laßt Plays had ſomething in them truly humorous aud 
diverting, It is true, the Critics will not allow any Part of 
them to be regular ; but Mr. Farquhar had a genius for 


Comedy, of which one may ſay, that it was rather above Rules 


than below them, His Conduct, though not ariful, was ſur- 
priſing; his Characters, though not. great, were juſt; his 
Humour, though low, diverting 3. his Dialogue, though looſe 
and incorrect, gay and agreeable ; and his Wit, though not 
Super-abundant, pleaſant. In ſhort his Plays have, upon the 
whole, à certain Air of Novelty and Mirth, every Time they 
are repreſented ; and ſuch as love to laugh at the Theatre 
quill probably miſs bim more than they now imagine. He 
ſecms to have been a Man of Genius, rather ſprightly 
than great, rather flowery than ſolid, His Comedies 
are diverting, becauſe his Characters are natural, and 

A4 ſuch. 
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ſuch as we frequently meet with; but he has uſed no 
Art in drawing them, nor does there appear any Force 
of Thinking, or deep Penetration into Nature, in any of 
his Performances; but rather a ſuperficial View, pleaſant | 
enough to the Eye, tho' capable of leaving no great 
Impreſſion on the Mind. He had, it muſt be allowed, 

a lively Imagination; but then it was not capable of 
any great Compaſs. He had Wit too-; but it was of 
ſuch a Kind, that it rather loſt than gained by being 
dwelt upon: and it is certainly true, that his Comedies 
in general owe their Succeſs as much to the Player as to: | 
any thing intrinſically excellent in themſelves. 

However, if the Sale of Books be any Proof of their 7 

Merit, there is Reaſon enough to think well of Mr. 
Farquhar ; for the Eighth Edition of his Works, con- Pe 
taining all his Poems, Eſſays, and Comedies, publiſhed Bl 
in his Life-time, was printed in Lenden, in 2 vols, 12012, 
in the Year 1742. thy 


SA Q 


r Q 


SIR, 


N this Collection of Letters, it is but reaſonable that you 

ſhould have one among the reſt; and tho” I may want the 

Honour of your Acquaintance, yet be afſur'd, there is ne 
Perſon in the World more willing to oblige you than your hum - 
ble Servant. I have heard juch a Character of your Honour, 
your Wit, your Judgment, your Learning, and your Candbur, 
that I am in a perfect Rapture to think how happy T ſhall be 
in your Hands. | 

It aua a good ancient Cuſtom with our Forefathers, to be- 
gin their Prefaces with Kind Reader, I would have re- 
vid that Faſhion with all my Heart, and call'd you Cour- 
teous, or Gentle Reader, as you very well deſerve ; but 
I thought the Stile à little too objolete for a Bock that I de- 


| /ign'd ſhould be a Beau. For you muſt underſtand, Sir, that 


this Gentleman is Span new from Top to Toe, talks of every 
Thing but Religion, admires himſelf very much, and his 
greateſt Ambition is to pleaſe the Ladies. But to finiſh his 
Charadter, he is perfedy civil to every Body he meets, and 
with a more particular and prefound Ręſpect does he run to 
kiſs your Hands. 

He is none of thoſe Bu'ly- books that come bluff into the World, 
with Damme, Reader, you're a Blockhead if you don't 
commend me. No, no, Sir————1f you like him, why 
you have all the Senſe that he thought y tl 
If you diſlike him, yeu have more Senſe than he was aware 
of, that's all. CY 

Beſides all this, he has more Manners than to come among 
Gentlemen with his Taylor's Bill in his Hand, and to enter- 
tain the Company with a long Preface or Inventory 10 his 
Equipments ; as ſuch a Thing coft Jo much, and ſuch a Thing 
is worth ſo much, the Work of ſuch a Part is excellent, the 


4 5 Faſhion 


Faſbion frem Paris, and the Taylor a Frenchman; you muſ# 
pardon him for that, Sir : If you like the Suit, taking it all 
together,” approve his Fancy, and allow it becomes him, he's 
your very humble Servant. ' * 0 | "RX " 
Moreover, Sir, I wwou'd have you to know, that this Gen- 
tleman is of ſome Circumſtance and Condition, and has not 
been engag d in the Shifts that ſome late Sparks are put to for 
their Habiliments, who ferrit all the Wit-brokers in Town,. 
U taking up frem ſeveral Places, and firut in a ſecond-hand. | ( 
| Finery, patch'd up of the Scraps and Remnants of the emi- 
| nent Men of the Age. For J muſt tell you, Sir, the” his 
Cloaths be but plain, yet they are his awn, taken up handſomely. 
at one Place, where he may have Credit. for as much more, 
when theſe are worn out. | 
And now, dear Sir, let me intreat- you to receive him wit 
the uſual Forms of Civility ; if you be a Courtier, you will" 
ſew your Breeding ; receive him with à fincert Smile, ſavear 
to do him all the Service you can, and you will certainly keep 
your Mord at you us'd to d. From the City he expetts 
more than an ordinary Reception, becauſe he is become one of 
their Hinourable Society; he is bound to his Bookſeller, and 
ten to one may ſerve. ſteven Vears in his Shop, if the Town 
don't club to purchaſe his Freedom; he expect: good Quarter 
from the Wits and Critics, becauſe he ſets up for neither; 
befides, he has ſcatter'd ſome little Non/enſe here and there, 
that they might not be diſappointed of their Prey, But his 
great Concern is for his Entertainments with the Ladies, rr 
reſold however not to complain, thinking it a greater Honour M 
to fall a Sacrifice to the Rejentment. of the Fair, than to live Ri 
by the Approbation of Men. Tho be has ſome Grounds for a 
more moderate Fate at their Hands, becauſe a great Part of 
the Work was firſt deſign'd for one of that Sex, without any Hed 
farther Conſideration of plen/ing the World ; and the Beau- 
ties of the Bool, if there be any, were brought from a, Ladys 
Cabinet to the Preſs ; and if it can but from the Preſs get back 
again into the Ladies Clojets, there may it reſt, and Ptace 
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New, Sir, as we met good Friends, pray let us part ſo; 
T hate quarrelling mortally, and eſpecially «with a Perſon of - 
your preſent Charafter and Condition; and as you like my. 
Epiftelary Stile, aue ſhall feitle a farther Correſpondence: ** 


Or. 


On the Death of Genera! Schomberg, Kkill'd 
at the Boyn. 


A PINDARICK.. 


J. 
NL HAT diſmal Damp has overſpread the- 
| It TP War? 
5 Il wy * Jy ns gives more than the Conquer'd 
k ears: 


888 The Streams of Blood are loſt in Floods of 
Tears, 


And Victory with drooping Wings comes flagging 
from afar. 
N II. 
The Britiſb Lion roars- 
Along the fatal Shores; 
Th” IJberuian Harp in mournful Strains, 
Mixt with the Eccho of the Flood, complains: 
Round whoſe reflecting Banks the grieving Voice, 
Shakes with a trembling Noiſe, 
As if afraid to tell 
How. the Great, Martial, .Godlike Sthomberg. fell. 
| III.. 
Gods! How he ſtood, 
All terrible in Blood, 
Stopping the Torrent of his Foes, and Current of thee 
He, Moſes like, with Sword inſtead of Wand, (F lood... 
This redder Sea of Gore cou'd ftrait command; 
But not, like Maſes, to ſecure his Flight, 
But Spite of Waves and. Tides, to meet and fight. 
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IV. F 
he labouring Guns oppos'd his Paſſage o'er 

With Throws tormented on the Shore, 
Of which delivered, they ſtart back and roar, 7 
As frighted as the Monſter which they bore. 1 
The furious Offspring ſwath'd in curling Smoak, 

And wrapt in Bands of Fire, 

Hot with its Parent's ſulph'rous Ire, 


And wing'd with Death, flies hiſſing to the Stroke. A 


V. 


Like ſome great rugged Tow'r, 
The ancient Seat of Pow'r, 
Bending with Age its venerable Halls, 
With old and craggy Wrinkles on its Walls, 
The Neighbour's Terror whilſt it ſtands, and Ruin wben 
Thus mighty Schomberg fell — (it falls, 
Spreading wide Ruins o'er the Ground, 
With Deſolation all around, 
Cruſhing with deſtructive Weight 
The Foes that undermine his ſeat ; 
Whilſt Victory, that always ſpread 
Her tow'ring Pinions o'er his Army's Head, 
Making his Banner till her Lure, 4 
Like Marius's Vultures, to make Conqueſt ſure, 
Seeing the ſpacious Downfal ſo bemoan'd, 
Perch'd on the Ruins, clapt her Wings, and groan'd. 
1 | H 
Thus“ I/aePs Hero ' twixt the Pillars ſat, T 
The Ne plus ultra of his Fate 
Theſe Columns which upheld his Name, 
Much longer by their Fall, N 
Than thoſe ere cted ſtrong and tall, 
The ſtanding Limits of Alcides's Fame. 
He ſat depriv'd of Sight, 
Like a black rolling Cloud involv'd in Night, A 
Conceiving Thunder in its ſwelling Womb, 
Big with ſurpizing Fate, and ruſhing Doom : 
No Flaſh the ſudden Bolt muſt here diſcloſe : 
The Lightning of his Eyes extinguiſh'd by his Foes. 
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His Foes induſtrious in their juggling Fate, 

Him laviſhly enchain'd we ſee, 

To what muſt ſet him free, 
And them his cheated Keepers captivate. 
He ſhook his Chains with ſuch a Noiſe, 

The trembling Rout, 

Amidſt their Joys, 

Gaz'd all about, 
And heard the real Sampſon in the Voice : 

They ſaw him too, twas Samp/on all, 

Who by his Thundring Fall 

Gave the loud dread Alarm, 
Dragging a Train of Vengeance by each Giant Arm, 
Their chilling Fears did ſuch Amazement frame, 
They ſeem'd all ſtiff and dead before the Ruin came: 
The Ruin! only ſuch unto his Foes ; 
From thence his glorious Monument aroſe ; 
But Time's corroding Teeth, in ſpite of Stone, 
Has eat thro? all, and even the very Ruin's gone: 
But Schomberg's Monument ſhall ne'er decay, 

The gliding Boyn 

Time never can disjoin, 
Nor on its Floods impoſe his Laws ; 
They ſlide, untouch'd, from his devouring Jaws, 
And always running, yet mult ever ſtay, 


VII. 
Hark! how the Trumpets hollow Clangors ſound ! 
The Army has receiv'd an univerſal Wound: 
The Death of Schomberg hung 
On every fault'ring Tongue, 
Whilſt pallid Grief did place 
A ſympathizing Death in every Soldier's Face : 
But hold, ye mighty Chiefs, 
Suſpend your needleſs Griefs, 
And let victorious Joy your Arms adorn ; 
The mighty Warrior's Ghoſt, -—* 1 
Upon the Sygian Coaſt, 
Your Sorrows, more than his own Fate, does mourn, 
He ſcorns to be lamented fo, 
— in ſtately Triumph to the Shades below. 
Behold the Sprites that lately felt the Blow 


Of 
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Of his commanding warlike Arm, 


They ſhivering all ſtart wide, and even more fleeting 
As if that powerful Hand, grow; 


That cou'd their groſſer Shapes alive command, 
Had Power to diſſolve 1 airy Form. 

III. | 
Then let not funeral Plaints his Trophies wrong, 
Let Spoils and Pageants march his Hearſe along, 
And ſhout his Conclamatum in Triumphal Song.. 
All baleful Cyprus muſt be here deny'd, 
But Laurel Wreaths fix in their blooming Pride; 
For as he conquer'd living, ſo he conqu”ring dy'd. 


DISDSSIDSSISSSIVISISISDODSDSIDSSOSS 


Witten on Orinda's Poems lent to a Lady, in Imi- 


tation. of Ovid. 


AE Damon ſends his amorous Cauſe to plead, , 
Orinda muſt for Damond intercede : | 

Me has he choſe to move your angry Mind, 4 
Me the ſoft Fay'rite of the ſofter Kind. 
Me has he choſe your rigorous. Breaſt to move, 
He knows my Force in Poetry and Love. 
Me has he choſe to tell his anxious Pain; 
Read me, and read the Paſſion of the. Swain. 
Whatever Power of Love my Lines can ſhow, 
It falls far ſhort of what he feels-for you : 
Where'er Orinda melts in moving Strains, 
Think, Cælia, think that Damon thus complains : - 
Whene'er I grieve, think Damon grieves for you, 
Pity the Swain that does ſo humbly ſue : C 
This Daman begs, Orinda begs it too. 


e ee S8 


To the ingenious Lady, Author of the Fatal Friend--- 


{hip, de/ign'd for a Recommendatory Copy to ber Play. 
E T. others call the ſacred Nine to aid. 


Their moving Thoughts, in moving Numbers laid; 


Invoke the fiery God, with all the Throng, 
That ancient Bards implor'd.to guide their Song; 


Whilſt. 


ng 
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Whilft I for nobler Inſpiration ſue, 

Searging their weaker Helps, invoking: you. 
You, who alone have Pow'r our Thoughts to rally 
And wing our Fancy to attempt.your Praiſe, 
Nought but your charming Beauty can diſpenſe 

A Flame ſufficient to deſcribe your Senſe, , 
Whilſt ſo much Beauty in your Form is ſhown, 

No Pen on Earth can reach it but your own. 

Go on then, Daphne, . Phebns will purſue, 

His chaſter Fires. are all enjoy'd by you; 

You are his fairer Nymph, you bear his Laurel too. 
Go on, thou Champion for thy Sex deſign'd, 

And prove the Muſes are of Female Kind; 

Let diſtant Nations Exgliſſß Beauties prize, 

As much for- Charms'of Wit, as Pow'r of Eyes: 
Your moving Scenes the raviſh'd Audience drew, 
Raptures we felt, as when your Eyes we view; 
Such Arts were us'd to mix our Hopes and Fears, 
You made Grief pleafing, and we fmil'd in Tears. 
Thus Lovers view a Miſtręſs's Piſdain, | 
And love to look, tho? ſure to look in Pain. 

Th' Effects of labour'd Art your Work reveals, 
Yet a ſuperior Art that Art conceals... 

Here Nature gains, tho? naked, thus diſplay'd ;. 
Like Beauty, moſt adorn'd, when leaſt array'd.. 

Go on then, doubly. arm'd, to conquer Men; 
Phebus his Harp and Bow, you boaſt your Eyes and Pen. ' 
All to the firſt without ReluQtance yield, 

But your victorious Pen has forc'd the Field. 


FFF 


Arn Epigram. an the Riding-Houſe- i in Dublin, made 
| into a Chapel. 


A Chapel of the Riding- Houſe. is made; 

We thus once more ſet Chri in Manger laid ;: 
Where ſtil! we find the Jockey Trade ſupply'd, . 

The Layman bridled, and the Clergy ride. 


To: 
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To a Lady, being detain'd from viſiting her by a 


Storm. 

O poor Leander view'd the Seſian Shore, 

Whilft Winds and Waves oppos'd his Paſſage o'er ; 
More moiſt with Tears, becauſe by Floods reſtrain'd, 
'Than in theſe Floods had he his Wiſh obtain'd ; 

So drown'd yet burnt within, upon the Banks he 
lean'd ; 

Lean'd, begging Calms; and as he begging lay, 

Implor'd with Sighs the Winds, with Tears the Sea. 

One wou'd have thought by all theſe Mixtures ſent, 

To raiſe a ſecond greater Storm he meant, 

Juſt ſo whilſt kept from you by Storms I weep z 

The Winds my Sighs, my Tears augment the Deep; 

With flowing Eyes I view the diſtant Side, 

The Space that parts us doth myſelf divide. 

Here's only left the poor external Part, 

Whilſt you, where'er you move, poſſeſs my Heart. 

Depriv'd of Love, and your bleſt Sight, I die, 

Whilſt you the firſt, and Storms the laſt deny. 
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The Lover's Night. 


HE Night's black Curtain o'er the World was 
ſpread, | 
And all Mankind lay Emblems of the Dead; 
A deep and awful Silence, void of Light, 
With duſky Wings ſat brooding o'er rhe Night: 
The rolling Orbs mov'd flow from Eaft to Weſt, 
With Harmony that lull'd the World to Reſt ; 
The Moon withdrawn, the oozy Floods lay dead, 
The very influence of the Moon was fled; 
Some twinkling Stars, that thro? the Clouds did peep, . 
Seeming to wink as if they wanted Sleep; 
All Nature huſh'd, as when diſſolv'd and laid 
In filent Chaot ere the World was made; 
Only the Beating of the Lover's Breaſt 
Made Noiſe enough, to keep his Eyes from Reft 
His little World, not like the greater, lay, 
Jn loudeſt Tumults of diſorder'd Day; 
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His Sun of Beauty ſhone to light his Breaſt, 

With all its various Toils and Labours preſt; 

The Sea of Paſſions in his working Soul, 

Rais'd by the Tempeſts of his Sighs, did roll J 
In tow'ring Floods, to overwhelm the whole; 

Thoſe Tyrants of the Mind, vain Hope and Fear, 
That ſtill by Turns uſurp an Empire there, : 

Now raiſing Man on high, then plunging in Deſpair. 
Thus Damon lies, his Grief no Reſt affords, 

Till ſwelling full, it thus burſt out in Words. 

Oh! I could curſe all Woman-kind, but one, 

And yet my Griefs proceed from her alone; 

Was not our Paradiſe by Woman loſt ? 

But in this Woman till we find it moſt. 

Hell's greateſt Curſe a Woman, if unkind, 

Yet Heav*ns great Bleſſing, if ſhe loves, we find. 

Oh ! if ſhe lov'd, no God the Bliſs cou'd tell, 

She wou'd be Heav'n itſelf, were ſhe not ſo much Hell. 
Thus our chief Joys with moſt Allays are curſt, 

And our beſt Things, when once corrupted, worſt, 

But Heav'n is juſt; ourſelves the Idols fram'd, 

And are for ſuch vain Worſhip juſtly damn'd. | 
Thus the poor Lover argu'd with his Fate; 

Emylia's Charms now did his Love create, 

That Love repuls'd, now prompted him to hate, 
Sometimes his Arms wou'd croſs his Boſom reſt, 
Wiss her lovely Image printed on his Breaſt; 
Where flattering Painter Fancy ſnew'd his Art, 

In charming Draughts, his Pencil Capid's Dart; 

The Shadow drawn ſo lively did appear, 

As made him think the real Subſtance there ; 

Then was he bleſt, all Rapture ſtunn'd with Joy, 
Exceſs of Pleaſure did his Bliſs deftroy ; 

He thought her naked, ſoft, and yielding Waſte, c 


Within his preſſing Arms lay folded faſt 

Nay, by the Gods, ſhe really there was plac'd : 
Elſe how cou'd Pleafure to ſuch Raptures flow ? 
Th Effect was real. Then the Cauſe was ſo, 
What more can moſt ſubſtantial Pleaſure boaſt, 
Than Joy when preſent, Memory when paſt? 
Then Bliſs is real which the Fancy frames, 

Or theſe call'd real Joys, are only Dreams. 


The 
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The Brill, Auguft the 10th, 1700, Neaw Stile, 


Dear SA M, 


IE: O give you a ſhort Journal of my ſhort Voyage, 
on Wedne/aay I got to Harwich about Four in 


the Afternoon, and * at one of the cleaneſt, beſt- 


furniſh'd Ian in the Kingdom; my Warrant for the 
Packet- boat coſt me Half a Piece, and to the Officers 


for not executing their Duty, Half a Crown. This 


Place, like moſt Sea-Ports, we found extravagantly 


dear; but to eaſe that Inconvenience, we were advis'd 


to get aboard by Eleven at Night. Here I met a Gen- 
tleman, whoſe Company I was very happy in, though 
extremely concern'd for the Occafion of his Voyage; 
which was an Expreſs to the King of the Duke of 
Gloucefter's Death. This was the firſt News I had of 
this public Loſs, which I had not much Time to re- 
flect upon, being ſo nearly touch'd on the Score of my 
private Concern by a violent Storm that immediately 
came upon us: You may gueſs at our Circumſtances, 
when I aſſure you, that our greateſt Comfort was the 
Lightning, that ſhew'd the Seamen their Buſineſs, which 
otherwiſe they muſt have grop'd for; all Intercourſe of 
Speech being broken off by the Loudneſs of the 'l'hunder, 
We had ſuch warm Work, that I ſometimes allowed it a 
juſt Thought, that Satan ſhould be entitled Prince of 
the Airz and again, why the Devil ſhould command 
the Artillery of Heaven I could not ſo well compre- 
hend. I ſupported myſelf with the Thought, that 
Providence had no deſign upon me, but that this Tu- 
mult of the Elements was their Manner of expreſſing 
their Grief for the Loſs of his Highneſs; or that they 
were angry at Mr. L r for bringing ſuch un- 
welcome News into their Dominions, and for making a 
Property of them to ſpread it abroad. By this Kind of 
Poetical Philoſophy I bore up pretty well under my Ap- 
prehenſions, tho” never worſe prepared for Death, I muſt 
confeſs; for I think I had never ſo much Money about 
me at a Time. We had ſome Ladies aboard that were 
ſa extremely ſick, that they often wiſh'd for Death, but 
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were damnably afraid of being drown'd. But as the 
Scripture ſays, Sorrow may laſt for a Night, but Toy cometh 
in the Morning ; the Weather clear'd up with the Day, 
the Wind turn'd Weſterly, and in a few Hours, I was 
going to ſay, we ſaw England out of Sight, All Tur 
day we had a freſh Gale and cold Chickens; our Wine 
went about at a ſtrange Rate; for our Stomachs ebb'd 
and flow'd like the Element. On Friday Morning we 
made the Coaſt of He//and, a ſtiff Gale, and the Sea 
ran high. I was mightily pleaſed to view the Con- 
tinent, you may be ſure ; but as I ſtood upon the Poop 
peruſing its firſt Appearance with my Perſpectiue, I had 


ſuch a Rebuke for my Curiofity by a great Sea, that 


took us Fore and A, that I was ſeaſon'd for a Dutchman 
immediately. Whether this be a Compliment of Salu- 
tation uſually paid to Strangers, or that the Batavian 
Out-Guards took me for a Spy upon their Frontiers, I 
ſhall leave the Skipper to determine. In ſhort, b 
working of a ſtaunch Ship, and the Influence of a faonch 
Proverb in Favour of the Old Bailey Bar, we got over 
the Bar at the Mae/e; and the Dutch Wave has clear'd 
my Eye-fight of an Error that we Britons are very fond 
of, that the Thames is the fineſt River in the Univerſe; 
for I can affure you, Sam, that the Rhine is as much 
beyond it, as a Pair of Oars before a Sculler, let all the 
Tritons between Chelſea and Richmond argue never ſo 
loud to the contrary ; tho' in one Sort of Traſſet upon 
that Part of the Thames we exceed the whole World, 
both for the Quantity and Cheapneſs of the Commo- 
dity ; and [ believe the Store-houſe for this Kind of 
Staple, including the Play-houſe and the Reſe, may con- 
tend with moſt Marrs in Europe. 

This Day at Eleven we landed at the Brill, and 
here I have a ſmall Taſte of this Republich, that makes 
ſuch a Noiſe in the World, _— My Fancy, in reſpe& + 
of Expectation, has generally been ſo fruitful, that the 
deareſt Part of my Hopes has frequently ended in 
Diſappointments; and .I have ſeldom found Things 
come up to anſwer the Idea that I have uſually fram'd 
of their Excellence; but here I muſt confeſs the Rea» 
lity exceeds the Shadow, and I am pleas'd once in my 
Life to find a Thing that can afford me ſubſtantial 

| Pleaſure. 
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Pleaſure in the Enjoyment. I have read much of this 
Place, fancy'd more, yet all falls ſhort of what 1 ſee, 
At my firſt Entrance into this Town, I made owe 


ame 
Vonde 
ff Peo] 


Diſcovery, which I believe has hitherto eſcap'd moſt Pircun 
Travellers, viz. That the Durch are the greateſt Beaus Nation 
in the World, only with this Difference from the Gen. Wantag 
tleman at White's, that their Finery is much more noble {@Þeyond 
and ſubſtantial ; I never knew the faireſt, fineſt, ful]. With C 
bottom - Wig, molt nicely fixt on the moſt beautiful Mevere 
Block in the Side Box, look half ſo genteel as a Dutch Praver 
Canal with a ſtately Row of flouriſhing Trees on each Ind thi 
Side, and ſome Twenty beautiful Bridges laid a-croſs ome! 
it, within Sixty or Seventy Paces one of another, Ie are 
never knew a Valet, and a Barber with Razors, Twee- Into th 
zers, Perfumes, and Waſhes, work half ſo hard upon Ware, . 
a Gentleman's Face, that deſign'd a Conqueſt on a Wedctiv 
Birth Night, as I have ſeen a luſty Dutch Woman with {onday 
a Mop and warm Water ſcrub the Marbles and Tiles Hains 
before the Door, till ſhe had ſcour'd them brighter ey tr 
than any Fop's Complexion in the Univerſe. No Firſt- ]Wncy 1 
rate Beau with us, drawn by his Six before and Six hatſo 
behind, lolling luxuriouſly in his Coach, appears half nd | 
ſo gallant as a jolly Skipper at the Stern of his Barge, {M'ory | 
with a fur'd Cap like Rays about his Head, the Helm niert; 
in his Hand, and his Pipe in his Mouth, with Liberty Mat I - 
ſeated in One Whiſker, and Property in t'other; and in Score 
this Splendor making the Tour of half a Dozen fine P be 
Cities in a Day, without either Qualm of the Spleen or t adit 
Twinge of the Gout, Such a Perſon I take for a Beau Ws Rec 
of the firſt Magnitude, who ſcorning to be lugg'd by a P. 
Beaſts as Fellows are to Tyburn, can harneſs the Winds redit 
ve Aa 


and Waves for his Equipage ; and improving on the 
Works of Providence, make the univerſal Elements 
(Air and Water) ſubmit to his private Compoſition of 
Advantage and Diverſion, To ſee the Wind work in 
his Sails, and play with his Pendants, muſt certainly 
afford more ſubſtantial and pure Satisfaction, than the 
Wince of a Horſe, or the Crack of a Coach-whip. 

In ſhort, dear Sam, I am not fo bigotted to Domeſtic 
Cuſtoms, as not to approve what is admirable here: 
and you muſt pardon me, that I have thrown up the 
Prejudices of Nativity with my Beef and Pudding as 1 
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ame over; and 'tis no ſmall Part of my preſent 
Vonder, why we ſhould call the Dutch a ſlovenly Sort 
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ff People, ſince to the Eye, which muſt determine that 


ircumſtance, they are much more gaudy than that 
ation we ſo mimic an4 admire, and with this Ad- 
antage, that they are gay without Levity, and fine 
deyond Foppery. Why we ſhould mention the Dutch 
vith Contempt, and the French with Admiration, is a 
vere Satire upon the Engliſß Judgment, when the 
Bravery of the Former attract the Admiration of Men, 
nd the Pageantry of the Latter draw only the Eyes of 
omen: But our Exgliſb Ladies are fo very fine, that 
ve are very willing to pleaſe them, and thus are drawn 
to this unreaſonable Prejudice; but we ought to take 
are, that by being thus particular Slaves to our re- 
dective Miftreſſes, we be'nt drawn at laſt into univerſal 
ondage to a Mafter. The French have taken no ſmall 
Pains of late Years to render themſelves agreeable z 
hey treat us like a Miſtreſs, do every Thing that they 
ancy will pleaſe us, till they bring us at laſt to act 
hatſoever ſhall pleaſe them. But this is no news; 
nd I think it a little improper to tell you an Erg/tþ 
tory from a Place where you may expect ſome foreign 
mertainment. I have no more to ſay at preſent, but 
at I am juſt going for Rotierdam, and departing from 
Scotch Houſe here, where nothing of that Country 1s 
d be found but the Landlord; for the Rooms are a 
aradiſe for Cleanlineſs, but the Hoſt is a Rogue for 
is Reckoning. I have got ſuch a Heap of Silver out 
fa Pillole, as upon a handiome Counter might give 
redit to a Banker; and I can aſſure you, that while 1 
zve a Brother to that Piſtole left, you ſhall not fee 


Yeaur Friend and Servant. 


Leyden, 
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Leyden, October, I 5, 170 than 


Dear SAM, | Juſt 


HE uſual Excuſe of Gentlemen abroad for neg. hou] 

lecting their Friends at home is, that new Seti call*c 
of different Objects continually entertaining us with At 
Changes of Admiration, the Ideas of our old Acquaint. the 
ance are by e worn out by the Acceſſion of the mak; 
new; but this kind of 3 — were too ſevere Wron 
Charge upon the Merit of my Friends and my own lays 
Gratitude, both which I will chuſe to maintain; and nora! 
I leave it to your Charity to make me an Excuſe foil Hen. 
my Silence. The Truth is, I have had a very tedioulMW Patrc 
Fit of Sickneſs, which had almoſt ſent your Friend 1 neigl 
longer Journey than he was willing to undertake 2 knoy 
preſent; but now being pretty well recovered, I can of S. 
only inform you in general, that every Day ſuprizelM Pret 
me with ſome agreeable Object or other; and I find Clie 
very much to my Wonder, that the Accounts I have had that 
of this Country are very different from the ObſervationiM there 
that may be made upon the Place. Some general Re Sc 
marks there are indiſputably certain, as that nothinę I thi 
can parallel the Dutch Induftry, but the Luxury off with 
England; and that the Money laid out in the Taverns ii in i! 
London, in purchaſing Diſeaſes, would victual the who ri; 
United Provinces very pfentifully at their wholſome Jeu 
Courſe of Diet; that the Standing Army maintain'd bi ing 1 
the Dutch for their Security againſt a foreign Force of I 
are not half ſo expenſive as the Fifty thouſand Lawyer 
kept up by our civil Factions in England, for no other 
Uſe but to ſet us continually by the Ears; People, like 
the Jews, that are tolerated in all Governments for the 
Intereſt of the Public, while their main Drift is to en- 
rich themſelves, and who by their Gettings and Cun- 
ning have brought their Riches and Practice into a 
Proverb. The Lawyers here put the Queſtion only, 
Whether the Thing be lawful ? and upon Application 
to the Statutes the Controverſy is immediately de- 
termined. But our Caſuiſts at Neſiminſter diſpute not 
ſo much upon the Legality of the Caule, as upon th 
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Letter of the Law, and make more Cavils on the 
Meaning of the Words that ſhould determine Juſtice, 
than upon the Equity of the Allegations contended for 
by the Parties; and the Bulk of our Laws have loaded 
Jaſtice ſo heavily, that 'tis become a Burden to the 
People, who in Regard of their Sufferings in this Kind 
ſhould borrow an Appellation from Phyſic, and be 
call'd Patients rather than Clients. 

Another Thing worth Conſideration, in Reſpect of 
the Laws in Holland, is this: None but honeſt Men 
make Eſtates by their Practice; for the ſiding with the 
wrong Party brings the Lawyer. into Contempt, and- 
lays Lim under a ſevere Reprehenſion, either of Ig- 
norance in his Buſineſs, or Knavery to the People: 
Hence it comes to paſs, that Injuſtice, not finding a 
Patron to ſupport its Cauſe, is forc'd to remove to a 
neighhouring Country, where the wrong Side was never 
known to make its Aſſertor bluſh ; where the Eloquence 
of & re and the Impudence of S are plauſible 
Pretences for patronizing Injuſtice and abuſing the 
Client: But there areBravoes in all Parts of the World, 
that will take Money for cutting of Throats, whether 
there be Grounds or not for the Reſentment. 

So much for the Law, now for the Goſpel, Sam. 
I think Hellaxd may contend for the Catholic Church 
with any Part in Europe, becauſe it is more univerſal 
in its Religion than any Country in the Univerſe. 
'Tis a pleaſant Thing to ſee Chriſtians, Mahometans, 
Tews, Protefiants, Papiſts, Armenians and Greeks, ſwarm= 
ing together like a Hive of Bees, without One Sting 
of Devotion to hurt one another ; they all agree about 
the Buſineſs of this Life, becauſe a Community in 
Trade is the Intereſt they drive at; and they never 
joſtle in the Way to the Life to come, becauſe every 
one takes a different Road. One great Cauſe of this, 6 
amicable a Correſpondence. and Agreement, is, that 
only the Laity of theſe Profeſſions compoſe the Mix- 
ture; here are no Ingredients of Prieſteraft to ſour the 
Compoſition ; Pulpits indeed they have, but not like 
Hudibraſi's Eccleſiaſtic Drums, that are continually 
beating up for Volunteers, to the alarming the whole 
Nation. Here is no Intereſt of Sects to be manag'd 
| * un 
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under the Cloak of gaining Proſelytes to the Truth 
nor ſtrengthning of Parties by Pretence of reclaiming of 
Souls; every Shepherd is content with his own Plock, 
and Mufti, Levite, Pope and Prefbiter, are all Chriſtians 
in this, that they live in Unity and Concord. 

"Tis a ſtrange Thing, Sam, that among us, People 
can't agree the whole Week, becauſe they go different 
Ways upon Sundays: This is to make the Lord's Day a 
Sower of Diſſenſion, and Religion (which is called the 
Bond of Peace) to be the Brand of Diſcord and Com- 
baſtion : But we have ſome Preachers that think them- 
ſelves inſpir'd with the Spirit, when they are really 
poſſeſs'd by the Devil; the Fervency of whoſe Zeal 
diſmiſſes Congregations with Heats and Heart-burnings 
of Spirit, and blows up the Coals on the Altar to ſet 
their Neighbour's Houſes on Fire; the Eſheacy of the 
Pulpit is ſufficiently ſhewn in the Practice of the Con- 
gregations. No People in the World are ſo full of 
notional Principles of Faith; and to what Purpoſe the 
following Inftance will ſhew you. Two Gentlemen of 
my Acquaintance, one a devout Hearer at Covent-Gar- 
In Church, and the other a violent Zealot for Doctor 
Burgeſa's MONTE, met one Evening at Tom's Cofire- 
Houſe, and wou'd adjourn to the Fleece Tavern, to diſ- 
courſe upon ſome Point of Doctrine managed that Sunday 
by their reſpective Miniſters. . The Drawer brought in 
2 Bottle of new French, and the Diſſenter introduc'd 
Predeſtination : After two or three hearty Glaſſes, the 
Diſpute grew pretty warm, and the Quotations of the 
Fathers and the Texts of Scripture made ſuch a Noiſe, 
that two Wenches, that uſually ply upon "thoſe Stairs, 
over-hearing the Buſtle, took them for a couple of Le- 
 wvites, and fo made account to bolt in upon 'em, and ſel! 
their Mackarel; the Fervency of the Argument was 
preſently abated upon the Appearance of the Ladies, 
and a Topick of a more familiar Nature aſſum'd; till 
both being pretty well convinc'd of their Opponent's 
Fire and Fancy, the Whores were diſmiſs'd, and Pre- 
deftination re-aſſum'd ; the Argument grew warmer, as 
the Diſputants grew fuddled : In ſhort, they diſputed 
themſelves ſtark drunk, drew their Swords to decide the 


great 


— 


Controverſy ; and had not one Mr, Fern come in, twas 
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reat odds that Predeſtination had not ſent one to the 
Devil, and t'other to the Gallows, But they parted 
Friends at laſt, and ſaid one to Vother, I am ſorry at my 
Heart, dear Friend, that you won't go to Heaven my ay; 
and ſo away he reel'd to a Bawdy-houſe, Now the 
Moral of the Fable is this : If the Divines, inſtead of 
their Speculative Theology, had preach'd that Day a 
thundring Sermon againſt Drunkenneſs and Fornication, 
'tis probable that the Faith of theſe Gentlemen had been 
ne'er the leſs fortify'd, and their good Yorks much more 
improv'd. 

But I beg your Pardon for this Digteſſion; I was 
going to ſay that, excepting a few general Remarks, 
ſome of which I have mention'd, the Accounts we have 
ot this People are very lame, and ſometimes exactly op- 
poſite to the Truth : I ſhall meation one or two Particu- 
lars that I found very obvious. 

We have a Notion in Fxgland that the Dutch are very 
great Drunkards; whether this Aſperſion ariſes from 
ſome People's confeunding the High-Dutch with the 
Low, or that there is a Sottiſhneſs in their Micns and 
Complexions, I can't determine; but this I can aſſure 
„ou, that the Report is as falſe, as ſhou'd I aver, that 
the People in London are the molt chaſle and ſober Gen- 
tlemen in the World. Tis true, indeed, they will take 
eff a toping Glaſs of Brandy, but that is only what is 
abſolutely neceſſary to moderate the Moiſture and Cold- 
neſs of their Conſtitution, and us'd in ſuch Quantity by 
the meaner Sort only, who living continually in the 
Water, muſt require an Allowance to fortify themſelves 
againſt the Chilneſs of their Habitations; for you muſt 
know that whole Families, Men, Women and Children, 
live continually in Boats, and have no more Tenement 
on Dry-land than a Thames Salmon; but notwithſtand- 
ing this incumbent Neceſſity of their taking a Cup of 
the Creature, I never have ſeen, fince I came into this 
Country, but one Dutchman drunk; and altho' his Im- 
pertinence was no more than 1s naturally incident to any 
Body in his Condition, yet the whole Boatful of People, 
to the Number of ſixty Perſons, ſhew'd the greateft 
Averſion imaginable to his Circumſtances, except two 
or three jolly Engliſhmen that made very good Sport with 
Vor I. B his 
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his Humour; and had not we, with ſome French Gen- 
tlemen, protected his Carcaſe, his Countrymen wou'd| 
have ſous'd him in the Canal very heartily for his De- 
bauch. 

As the laborious Life of the inferior Sort requires an 
exhilerating Glaſs, ſo the ſame Neceſſity, both as to 
Time and Charge, ſecures them from Exceſs: And 


for their Gentry, they are indeed ſociable in their own | 
Houſes ; but were it not for Strangers, all Places of 


© 


Public Entertainment muſt conſequently fall; which} 


is the greateſt Argument imaginable for the Sobriety 
and Temperance of a People; whereas *tis very well 
known, that if the very Taverns in London, with Seven 
or Eight handſome Churches, and One or Two of our 
Inns of Court, (all which we could well enough ſpare) 
were but handſomely ſeated on the Banks of a River, 
they would make a Figure with ſome of the moſt re- 
markable Cities in Europe. This indeed is a noble Ar- 
gument of the Riches of England; but whether our 
Luxury ſprang from Plenty, or the Temperance of 
Holland, the Effect of Neceſſity, be the happier State, 
is a Queſtion that I want Leiſure now to determine. 
Another Account we have current among us, that 
there are no Beggars in Holland; that they are very 
careful in employing the Poor. That their Manufactures 
require a great many Hands is moſt certain, but ocular 
Demonſtration is too ftrong a Proof againſt all their 
Induſtry ; and I am apt to believe, that the Order of 
Mendicants is of a very late Inſtitution, elſe fo viſible 
a Falſity cou'd never have put this Trick upon Tra- 
vellers, Whether their late expenſive Wars have ruin'd 
more People than their ManufaQtures can employ, or 
that the Poverty of the Spaniards in the Neighbour 
Netherlands, have by degrees infected the meaner Sort, | 


mant be pofitive.; but nothing is more certain, than 
"t#2t 2 weil-diſpos'd Chriſtian may find as many Object; 
of Charity here as in any Part of Frzglard, if we may 
indoe of their Wants by the Fervency of their Cries, 

ee that the Charity of the Durch is no great 
Fneourazerent to Beggars; which is the Reaſon ( 
corceive) why the Poor flock all to the Highways and 
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Track-fbouts, where the Opportunity is good for Appli- 


cation to Strangers, 

From theſe, and ſome other ſuch-like Particulars, I 
found it a Matter of Speculation, how the Generality 
of the Engliſh Nation, being ſo near Neighbours to 
this State, ſhou'd be fo very ſhort in the Knowledge of 
the Manners and Conſtitution of this People ; but this 
I may preſume to proceed upon the following Ac- 
counts. 

Moſt of our Exgliſ that viſit this Place, are either 
young Gentlemen that come abroad to travel, or Mer- 
chants that make a ſhort Trip upon their own private 
Concerns, 

'Tis the uſual Way with the firſt of theſe to take 
Holland en paſſaut, either going or coming; and being 
youthful Sparks, are ſo fond of the Finery at Paris, 
and Delicacy of Rome, that they han't Leiſure, forſcoth, 
to dwell vpon the Solidity of this Place. France and 
Italy are their Provinces, and Hz/lard their Inn upon 
the Road; they lie for a Night, and away the next 
Morning. 

They can tell you, perhaps, that the Datch Manner 
of Travelling is very commodious ; that the Hague is a 
pretty Village, 4m/erdam a fine City, and that the 
People are a Parcel of heavy, dull, unconveriible 
Creatures, and fo they leave them. Nothing can reliſh 
more of old England than this peremptory Declaration. I 
would willingly underſtand how Gentlemen can make 
a true Eſtimate of the Wit and Ingenuity of a People, 
when they don't ſtay to make one Acquaintance in the 
Country, nor can ſpeak one Sy llable of their Language. 

Moſt of our young Nobility and Gentry travel under 
the Tuition of French Governors, who, however honeſt 
in their Intentions of ſerving their Pupils, are never- 
theleſs full of their May-Mleme; and from the Prejudices 
of Birth and Education, like all other People, are moſt 
inclinable to the Manners, Language, Dreſs and Be- 
haviour of their own Nation: and though perfectly 
till'd, peihaps, in the Accompliſhments that compole 
what we call a fine Gentleman, yet *tis probable they 
may fall ſhort in thoſe Qualifications that are abſolutely 
necellary to an Engli/aman, in reſpect of the Intereſt of 
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his Country, and of theſe I take the Dutch Language to | 
be none of the moſt trivial. For at the preſent Juncture, 
which renders it not only ours, but the Intercit of 


Europe, that we ſhould be well with theſe People, it 
were not unneceſſary that our Amity ſhould be linked 


with private Friendſhips and Correſpondence, as by | 
Public Leagues and Alliances, An Inſtance of which | 


is very viſible to our Prejudice in the Habitudes and 


Familiarity contracted by our young Gentlemen at 
Paris, which, without all Diſpute, is one great Reaſon | 


for the Influence retain'd by that Court, not only over 
our Faſhions and Behaviour, but which is extenſive 
alſo to Matters of more weighty Conſequence, including 
even our Councils, Laws and Government, 

The ſecond Sort of People that make a Turn into 
this Country, are our Merchants, whoſe Speculations 
are limited by a few Particulars, their Aﬀairs not ex- 
tending to the Policies of State, nor the Humours of 
the People, they are ſatisfied to mind their Buſineſs 
only, and to underſtand the Encouragement of Trade, 
the Prices and Cuſtoms upon Goods, the Value of 
Stock, and the Rates of Exchange : 'Their Converſation 
lies chiefly between the Store-houſe and the Broad-fide, 
and that in one or two Cities at moſt, where their 


Coreſpondents are reſident. So that all the Account we 


muſt expe& from theſe Perſons, muſt only relate to 
their Trade in general, or to ſome particular Branch 


of it, which is univerſally underſtood already through 


the Intercourſe of our Dealing, and neither ſo im- 

roving to our Polity, nor ſatisfactory to the Curious. 
Bur even among their Encouragments of Trade ſo uni- 
verſally known and admir'd, as the advantageous Si— 
tuation of their Country, their natural Propenſity to 
Navigation, the Lowneſs of their Impoſts, &c. yet by 
an odd Accident I came to underſtand one Policy in 
their Trading Conſtitution, which I have nevor hitherto 
met with in any verbal or written Account whatſoever, 


The Matter was thus in all its Circumſtances. 


One Day upon the Exchange at Rotterdam, I caſually 
met a Gentleman, who ſome time ago lived one of the 
moſt conſiderable Merchants in Ireland, and about 


ſome four Years ſince, by great Loſſes at Sea, was 
forc'd 
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forc'd to ly his Country in a vegy mean Condition. I 
put him in mind of his Misfortunes by a Favour he 
once conferr'd upon me of a Bottle of Claret and a 
Neat's Tongue, at launching of a new ſhip that he had 
built in Dublin; which Veſſel (Bottom and Goods all 
his own) was unfortunately loſt the very firſt Voyage. 
The Gentleman ſeem'd very ſenſible of his Misfortunes, 
but withal told me, That he ſtill had a glaſs of Wine 
and a Tongue at my Service, if I would come and ſee 
him at his Houſe that Evening. I made him a Viſit, 
and found to my no ſmall Surprize, an handſome Houle, 
neatly furniſh'd, excellent Meat, and as good Burgundy 
as ever joy'd the Heart of Man. I took the Freedom 
to alk my Merchant how a Bankrupt ſhou'd come by all 
this; in Anſwer to which he gave me the following Ac- 
count of his Affairs. 

The Dutch, Sir, (ſaid he) have a Law, that whatever 
Merchant in any Part of Europe, who has had any con- 
fiderable Traffic with this Country, whoſe Honeſty is 
apparent by his former Accounts, and can prove by 
ſuffcient Teſtimony, that his Loſſes and Misfortunes 
are not chargeable upon his Ignorance nor Extrava- 
gance, but purely thoſe of unfortunate Chance, above 
the reach of human Prevention ; that then ſuch a Mer- 


| chant may repair to them, have the Freedom of any 


Sea-port in the State, have a Supply of whatever 
Money he is willing to take up out of the Public Re- 
venue, upon the bare Security of his Induſtry and In- 
tegrity ; and all this upon the Current Intereſt, which 
15 ſeldom above Four per Cent. RE: 
- Purſuant to this (continu'd the Gentleman) my Qua- 
lification for this Credit being ſufficiently teſtify'd, 1 
took up here two Thouſand Pounds Sterling, and in 
two Years have gain'd Fifty per Cent. So that by God's 
Aſſiſtance, and my own diligent Endeavours, I queſtion 
not but in a few Years I ſhall be able to ſhew my Face 
to my Creditors, return to my Country, and there live 
in Stats gun. WER | 4 
Here are two Points remarkable enough: A cha- 
ritable Action to relieve diſtreſs'd Strangers, and a 
Policy of State for the Intereſt of the Republic, which 
you may ſoon diſcover by repeating the Conditions. 
B 3 His 


30 Poems and Letters. 


His Honeſty muſt be manifeſt from his former Accounts, hes 

his Sufficiency in Bufineſs apparent from his precedent | | left 

Manner of Dealing, his Misfortunes ſuch as were above | en 
a 


human Prevention, as by Storms, Pirates or the like: 
but above all, he muſt have ſome conſiderable Traffic Ther 
with this Country; there's the Clincher, the Utile, the For 
greateſt Encouragement imaginable for all Foreigners | 
ta traffic with this Nation, and for the moſt ingenious | Prece 
Traders, who are not always the moſt fortunate, to 

ſeek a Reſidence among them: and what a Life and N 
Vigonr theſe two Circumſtances may add to the Trade 
of a Nation, the flouriſhing Condition of this People is | 
the moſt ſufficient Witneſs, 

Now, Sam, I have tir'd you moſt certainly, for I am 
weary myſelf, and we are ſeldom the ſooneſt tir'd with 
our own: The Cravity of my Stile you muſt impute to 
the Air of the Country, and the Length of my Letter to 
a very rainy Day that has kept me within ; and to ex- 
cuſe the Matter it ſhall coft you nothing, for I ſent it 
by a Gentleman who can aſſure you that what I have 
faid is true. 1 ſhall at leaſt conclude with a Truth, 
that I am, | 

Dear SIR, Yours, &e. 


An Epilogue ſpoken by Mr. Wilks, at his firfl Ap- 
pearance upon the Englith Stage. 


A a poor Stranger wreck'd upon the Coaſt, 

With Fear and Wonder views the Dangers paſt; 

So I with dreadful Apprehenſions ſtand, 

And thank thoſe Pow'rs that brought me fafe to Land, 

With Joy I view the ſmiling Country o'er, 

And find, kind Heav'ns! an hoſpitable Shore, 

"Tis England This your Charities declare, 

But more the Charms of Britiſb Beauties there; 

Beauties that celebrate this Iſle afar, 

They by their Smiles, as much as you by War ; 

True Love, true Honour, here I can't fail to play, 

Such lively Patterns you before me lay, w 
01 


and. 


Void 
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Void of Offence, tho? not from Cenſure free, 
| left a diſtant Iſle too kind to me; 


Loaded with Favours I was forc'd away, 


'Canſe I wou'd not accept what I cou'd never pay. 


There I cou'd pleaſe ; but there my Fame mutt end, 


For hither none muſt come to boaſt, but mend, 


Improvement muſt be great, ſince here I find 


Precepts, Examples, and my Maſters kind. 


FCC 


A Prologue on the propos d Union of the two Houſes, 


OW all the World's ta'en up with State Affairs, 
Some wiſhing Peace, ſome calling out for Wars. 
"Tis likewike fit we ſhou'd inform the Age, 

What are the preſent Politics o'th* Stage: 

Two different States, ambitious both, and bold, 

All Free-born Souls ; the New Houſe and the Old, 

Have long contended, and made ſtout Eſfays, 

Which ſhou'd be Monarch, abſolute in Plays, 

Long has the Battle held with bloody Strife, 

Where many ranting Heroes loſt their Life; 

Yet ſuch their Eamity, that e'en the Slain 

Do conquer Death, rife up and fight again. 

Whilf from the Gallery, Box, the Pit and all, 

The Audience look*d, and ſhook its awful Head, 

Wond"ring to fre ſo many I houſands fall, 

And then loo d pale to ſee us look Jo red. 

For force of Numbers, and Poetic Spell, 

We've rais'd the ancient Heroes too from Hell, 

To lead our Troops ; and on this bloody Field, 

You've ſeen great Cæſar fight, great Pompey yield. 

Vaſt Sums of Treaſure too we did advance, 

To draw ſome mercenary Troops from France; 

Light-footed Rogues, who when they got their Pay, 

Took to their Heels Alons ——and run away. 

Here you have ſeen great Philip's conqu'ring Son, 

Who in twelve Years did the whole World o'er-run ; 

Here has he fought, and found a harder Job 

Lo beat One 9 than ſubdue the Globe: 
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All this from Emulation for the Bays, Ro 
You lik'd the Conteſt, and beſtow'd your Praiſe: = ch 
But now (as bufy Heads love ſomething new) 
They would propoſe an Union — Oh, Mort dlieu. 
If it be fo, let Cz/ar hide his Head, 

And fight no more for Glory, but for Bread. 
Let Alexander mourn, as once before, 

Becauſe no Worlds are left to conquer more. l 
But if we may judge ſmall from greater things, ; 
The preſent Times may ſhew what Union brings, E 
You feel the Danger of United Kings. 

If we grow one, then Slav'ry muſt enſue 

To Poets, Players, and, my Friends, to you. 

For to one Houſe confin'd, you then mult praiſe 
Both curſed Actors, and confounded Plays. 

'Then leave us as we-are, and next advance 
Bravely to break the Tye *twixt Spain and France. 


W t e l b be A e eee 


On the Death of a Lady's Sparrow, in imitation | 
Catullus for bis Leſbia's. 
Ourn. all ye Muſes, mourn ye Nymphs and Loves. 


Mourn all ye Woods, mourn all ye Trees and} 
Weep all ye Streams, ye Foreſts fade and mourn, (Groves, 


Your well-lov'd Bird muſt ne'er again return. Aro 
Lt the dull Air ne'er be ſerene again, Dan 
Let all the Winds with loudeſt Sighs complain. Let 
The once bleſt Winds, whilſt they cou'd bear away Selin 
His charming Notes, and with his Feathers play. For 
How ſhall I grieve, or how bewail his Death ? For 
None fit to fing, that wants his tuneful Breath : Swo 
Like the melodious Swan prepar'd to die, Then 
He ſhou'd himſelf have ſung his Elegy. Lame 
Ye winged Choriſters, come here and fing, To fl 
Lament his Death; faveet Flow'rs and Bloſſoms bring, 
To ftrew his Grave with Beauties of the Spring. 


Sweet was his Voice, well were his Notes belov'd, 
His careful Miſtreſs with his Tunes he mov'd ; 
Oft has he ſung upon the Flow'ry Plain, 


But ne'er, alaſs! like wretched me, in vain, 
| Round 
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Round her alone the pretty Bird wou'd fly, 

Chirp to the Fair, and in her Boſom lie; 

Her Boſom, fairer than the Silver Sky: 

There did the Wanton play, and there was bleſt, 

And there alone he made his downy Neſt; 

All her Diſcourſe to him he underſtood, 

And kindly anſwer'd with what Voice he cou'd. 

Upon her Head oft wou'd he flutt'ring move, 

And ſpread a living Canopy above; 

Ten thouſand pretty things ſhew'd his officious Love. 
Oft as ſhe walk'd, when ſhe began to ſing, 

With her own Breath he fann'd her from his Wing; 
Then would he pluck the Daiſies here and there, 

And to her Hands the bluſhing Preſents bear, 

The Woods he ſcorn'd, and choſe with her to dwell, 
Her Fingers did all Boughs by far excel. e 
Je winged Choriſters, come here and fing, 

Lament his Death ;. ſweet Flow'rs and Bloſſoms bring, 

To ftrew his Grave with Beauties of the Spring. 

For ah! he's gone, his pleaſing Sports muſt ceaſe ; 
He's gone, alas! and now no more can pleaſe; 

Still is his Voice, and ſtill his ſtiff'ning Wing, 

He ne'er again muſt to his Miſtreſs fing. 

See his deep Grave by mournful Cupid made, 

Himſelf cloſe by in a ſad Poſture laid, 

Breaking his Golden Arrow, late his Spade. 

Around his Grave let circling Fairies play, | 
Dance the whole Night, and ſcarce depart by Day. 
Let all things grieve, Sclinda's Sparrow's gone 
Selinda's Sparrow, ſo belov'd alone, 

For him the tender Virgin mourns and eries, 

For her dear Sparrow ſhe laments and ſighs, . 
Sworn to be bury'd there, whene'er ſhe dies. 5 
Then ſhall the winged Choir flock bere and fing, 

Lament her Death, ſweet Flow'rs and Blefſoms. bring, c 
To flrew her Grave with Beauties of the Spring. 
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On the Death of the late Queen. 


Hilſt Heav'n with Envy on the Earth look'd down, 


Saw us unworthy of the Royal Pair, 
And juſtly claim'd Maria as its own, 
Yet kindly left the Glorious Millian here: 
The Heav'n and Earth alike do in the Bleſſings ſhare ; 
He makes the Earth, She Heav'n our great Allies: 
And tho? we mourn, ſhe for our Comfort dies ; 
Nor need we fear the raſh preſumptuous Foe, 
While She's our Saint above, and he our King below. 
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I. 


E LL me, Aurelia, tell me pray, 
How long muſt Damon ſue ; 
Prefix the Time, and Pl obey, 
With Patience wait the happy Day 
That make me ſure of you. 


II, 


The Sails of Time my Sighs ſhall blow, 
And make the Minutes glide; 
My Tears ſhall make the Current flow, 
And ſwell the haſting Tide. 


III. 


The wings of Love ſhall fly ſo faſt, 
My Hopes mount fo ſublime, 
The Wings of Love ſhall make more haſte, 


Than the ſwift Wings of Time. 
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The Aſfignation. A S ON G. 


J. 
OWN, | = E Minute's paſt appointed by my Fair, - 
The Minute's fled 
And leaves me dead 
Wich Anguiſh and Deſpair. 
TY II. 
My flatter'd Hopes their Flight did make 
With the appointed Hour ; 
W. None can the Minutes paſt o'ertake, 
And nought my Hopes reſtore. 


82 III. 


Ceaſe your Plaints, and make no Moan, 
Thou ſad repining Swain; 

Although the fleeting Hour be gone, 
The Place does ſtill remain. | 


IV. 


The Place remains, and ſhe may make 
Amends for all your Pain ; 

Her Preſence can paſt Time o'ertake, 
Her Love your Hopes regain. 


An Epigram. 
ANS vitam panis,. nobis dans gaudia vinum, 
Omnia dans aurum, ſunt pretioſa nims : 


Nil commune benum eſt, at res eft flebilis altra 
Dans, eſt communis faemina ubique, nihil. 


In Engliſh thus, 


FT Ature's chief Gifts unequally are carv'd ; 
It ſurfeits fome, while many more are ſtarv'd. 
Her Bread, her Wine, her Gold, and what before 
Was Common Good, is now made Private Store: 
Nothing that's Good we have among us Common, 
But all enjoy the as OE Woman. 


To 
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* 
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To a Gentleman that bad his Pocket picked of @ Wats) 
and ſome Gold by a Miſtreſs. 


i Burleſque Letter, 


M ſorry, Sam, thou'rt ſuch a Ninny 
1 To let a Wench rob thee of Guinea. 
And thus to ſpend and loſe your Cobbs, 
By laviſh op'ning both your Fobbs. 
Vou're fairly fobb'd to let her get all, 
Both one and alſo t'other Metal. 
Your Work was on a pretty Score, 
You dug the Mine, ſhe found the Ore, 
'The Devil take the cunning Whore. 
You lily laid her down to reſt her, 
And on the Bed ſhe found a Teſter. 
Your Watch too, Sam, (Theſe Men of Power 
Muſt lie with Doxies by the Hour) 
A Minute's Time did that command ; 
Then ber's, it ſeems, was Minute Hand. 
She wound you up to her own Liking, 
Then ſtole the Watch while your were ſtriking : 
Then think not, Sir, that you're undone ; 
What's wound ſo high, muſt next run down: 
In revelling Time, you thought no Sin 
To play a Game at [n and In. 
1 wonder tho? you did not win for't, 
Since that you were ſo fairly in for't: 
But what deſtroy'd you in a Trice, 
She held the Box, you ſhook the Dice: 


To loſe when you plaid ſo ſecurely, 

And Three to One was lay'd ſo purely. 

But what's the worſt of all Miſhaps, 

You dread, they ſay, ſome After-claps: 

If that be ſo, my deareſt Sammy, | 

You'll curſe, and bid the Devil damn ye : 
The Fruits of Vild Oats, which you ſcatter, 

Is nothing elſe but Barley Water. 

The Seed-time's good, you know my Meaning, 
But, faith, the Harveſt's only gleaning. 


The Devil was in the Dice then ſurely, | N 
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Take Heart howe'er, tis my Defire, | 


You will revive, the P x expire; 

Then rife like Phenix from the Fire. 

The Metal's ſtronger that's well ſolder'd. 
And Beef keeps ſweeter once 'tis powder'd: 
So farewel, Sam, and may you ne'er want 
Such a true faithful humble Servant. 


May the Fourth, from Temple Inner, 
The Poſi”s going out, I in to Dinner. 


SPSSBSSSSSSSSS* SESIISSSSIESS, 


Gray's Inn, Nedugſday. 


1: I'S a Preſumption to imagine, that you have 
thought my Letters worth the keeping, and yet 
a greater Preſumption to expect you ſhou'd now return 
them, if you have kept them ſo long ; but I hope the 
Deſign will partly excuſe my Requeſt : I have promis'd 
to equip a Friend with a few Letters to help out a Col- 


lection for the Preſs, and there are none I dare ſooner 


expoſe to the World than thoſe to you, becauſe your 
Merit may warrant their Sincerity, and becauſe your 
Ladyſhip was pleas'd to commend them: This makes 
me imagine, Madam, that they have ſtill ſecur'd a Place 


in your Cabinet, tho” the unworthy Author cou'd merit 


no Room in your Heart; whence I may infer, that they 
may be as acceptable to you in Print as in my Manu- 
ſcript; but if you have a Mind to ſecure Trophies of 
ſo poor a Conqueſt, I ſhall be proud to return them as 
ſoon as ever they are tranſcrib'd; for which I now pawn 
my Word and Honour, as fincerely as I once did the 
Heart of, | 


ADAM. 
Your moſt humble Servant, 


Tue/day 


—ͤ N 
„ < * — — _ 9 5 — — 2 
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thoſe in your Letters. 
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T ue/aay Morning, one Stocking 


on, and bother off. 
Have had your Letter, Madam, and all that I un- 


derſtand by it is, that your Hand is as great a Rid- 
dle as your Face; and 'tis as difficult to find out your 
Senſe in your Characters, as to know your Beauty in 
7 Maſk : but I have at laſt conquer'd the Maiden- | 
ead of your Writing, as I hope one Day I ſhall that of 

| your Perſon ; and am ſure you han't loſt your rel ; 
if the Lines in your Complexion be half ſo crooked as Þ 

I return your Compliment of 


Advice in the ſame Number of Particulars that you Were 
pleas'd to ſend me, 
ver ſhew a Face that may frighten away that Admirer 
which your Wit has engaged, Secondly, Never be- 


Heve what a Gentleman ſpeaks to you in a Maſk: For 
while the Ladies wear double Faces, tis but Juſtice that 


our Words ſhould bear a double Meaning. Laſtly, 
You muſt never adviſe a Man againſt wandring, if youde- 
fign to be his Guide. You tell me of ſwearing to a 


known Lye: I don't remember, Madam, that I ever | 
ſwore I lov'd you; tho? I muſſ confeſs that a little Lady 


in a half Mourning Mantua and adeep Mourning Com- 
4 has run in my Head ſo much fince Monday 


Night, that I'm afraid ſhe will ſoon get in my Heart: 


But new, Madam, hear my Misfortune. 


The angry Fates, and dire Stage-Coach, 
or" my Liberty incroach, 

o bear me hence with many a Jeg. 
From thee my charming dear Incog. 
Unhappy Wretch ! at once who feels 
O'erturns of Hack and Fortunes Wheels, 


This is my Epitaph, Madam, for now I'm a dead 


Man; and the Stage-Coach may moſt properly be call'd | 


rs 


my Hearſe, bearing the Corps only of deceas'd F 


for his Soul is left with you, whom he loves above all | 


Womankind ; by whom you may judge of the Height 
of his Paſſion, for he cares not one Farthing for your 


whole Sex, as I hope to be ſaved, 
Thurſday 


Firſt, If you are not handſome, ne- 
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Thurſday 11 oC eck, 


0 RY is Child's Play, and 'tis Time for a Man to 
e tir'd of it. 


I went Yeſterday to Bealam upon 


your mad Aſſignation, ſtay'd till Seven like a Fool, to 
expect one, who, unleſs ſhe were mad, wou'd never 
come. I begin to believe that they are only Wiſe: that 
Zare there, and we Poſſeſs'd that put them in; they at 
leaſt have this Advantage over us Lunatics: at Liberty, 
that they find Pleaſure in their Frenzy, and we a Tor- 
ment in our Reaſon. 
ſo long, that I could not bear the Fatigue of putting off 


I was ſo tir'd with walking there 


my Cloaths, but ſat up all Night at the Tavern; ſo that 
your Letter is but juſt come to my Hand, when, like 
Prince Prettyman, I have one Boot on and the t'other off. 


Love and Honour have a ſtrong Battle, but here comes 


my Friend to claim my Engagement, ſo Love is put to 


the Rout, and away for Ee immediately; but a Word 


of Advice before we part. Pray conſider, Madam, whe- 
ther your good or ill Stars. have uſually the mot Aſcen- 
dant over your Inclinations, and accordingly proſecute 
your Intentions of correſponding with me or not; wou'd 
you be advis'd by me, you wou'd let it alone; for by 
the Uneaſineſs that my ſmall Converſe has already rais'd 
in me, I gueſs at the greater Diſturbance of being far- 
ther expos'd to your Charms, unleſs I may hope for 
ſomething which my Vanity 1s too weak to enſure, For- 
tune has always been my Adverſary; and I may con- 
clude that Woman, who is much of her Nature, may 
uſe me the ſame Way ; but if you prove as blind as ſhe, 
you may, perhaps, love me as much as ſhe hates me. My 
humble Service to your :wo Siſter Fairies, and ſo the 


Devil take you all. 
If you will anſwer this may. 


* 


Eex , 
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Eſſex, Friday Morning. 


Have been on Horſeback, Madam, all this Morning, 

which has ſo diſcompos'd my Hand and Head, that 
F can hardly think or write Senſe; the Poſture of my 
Affairs is a little extraordinary in ſome other Parts about 
me; for my Saddle was very uneaſy. The Hare we hunted Þ 
put me in Mind of a Miſtreſs, which we muſt gallop? 
after with Hazard of breaking our Necks, and after all 
our Pains, the Puſs may prove a Witch at the Long- run. 
I have had no Female in my Company fince I left the 


Town, or any Thing of your Sex to entertain me: For 
your Ee Women, like your Ee Calves, are only 
Butchers Meat; and if I muſt cater for myfelf, com- 


mend me to a Pit Partridge, which comes pretty cheap, 
and where I may have my Choice of a whole Covey. 


How well I love this Kind of Meat you may gueſs, 


when I aſfure you, that I have purely fed upon your 
Idea ever ſince, which has ſtuck as cloſe to me as my 


Shirt; which by the Way I han't ſhifted ſince I came 
into the Country; for clean Linen is not ſo modiſh here 


as a Lover might require. I receiv'd juſt now an im- 


pertinent Piece of Banter from an angry Fair; ſhe ſays, | 


J pawn'd my Soul to the Devil for the great Succeſs of | 


my Play. But her Ladyſhip is thus angry, becauſe [ 


would not pawn my Body to the Devil for another Sort 


of Play, of which | preſume the Lady to be a very com- 


petent judge; I ſhall diſappoint her now, as formerly; 


for I will ſet her raging mad with the Calmneſs of my 
Anfwer : Beſides, Madam, there is nothing can put me 
out of Humour, that comes by that Poſt which brings 


* 2 


me a Line from you; tho' I mult tell you in plain 
Terms, that I begin to have but a mean Opinion of your 
Beauty; for were it in the leaſt parallel to your Wit, the 
Number of your other Conqueſts wou'd raiſe your Vani- | 
ty above any Correſpondence with à Perſon, whoſe chief 


Merit is his Indifference. 
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Gray's Inn, Wedneſday Morning. 
'T HE Arguments made uſe of laſt Night for till 


keeping on your Maſk, I endeavour'd to refute 
with Reaſon ; but that proving ineffectual, I'll try the 
Force of Rhime, and ſend you the Heads of our Chat 
in a Poetical Dialogue between You and J. 


You, 


Thus Images are weil d which you adore : 
Your Ignorance does raiſe your Zeal the more, 


| 
All Image-Worſhip for falſe Zeal is beld ; 
Falſe Idols ought indeed to be conceal d. 
You. 


Thus Oracles of old were ſtill receiv' d, 
The more ambiguous, ftiH the more belisv'd. 


I . t. 
But Oracles of old were ſeldom true; 
The Devil abas in en ſure he's not in you. 
You. 


Thus maſqu'd in Myſteries does the Godhead fland, 
T he more obſcure, the greater his Command. 


I 


The Godheads hidden Power uon ſoon be paſt 
Did ave not hope to ſee his Face at laſt. 


You. 
You are my Slave already, Sir, you know, | 


To ſhew more Charms *wou'd but increaſe your Noe; 
T ſcorn an Inſult ta a conquer d Fee. 


+ 

J am your Slade, "tis true; but ftill you ſee 
All Slaves by Nature ſtruggle to be free. 
But if you won'd ſecure the flubborn Prize, 
Add to your Wit the Feiters of your Eyes; 
Then pleas d with Thraldom would I kiſs my Chain, 
And ne er think more of Liberty again, | 

| S unday 7 
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Sunday, after Sermon, 


Came, I ſaw, and was conquer'd ; never had Man 
more to ſay, yet can I ſay nothing; where others 

go to ſave their Souls, there have I loſt mine; but I hope 
that Divinity, which has the juſteſt Title to its Service, 
has received it; but I will endeavour to ſuſpend theſe} 
Raptures for a Moment, and talk calmly. | 
Nothing upon Earth, Madam, can charm beyond 
your Wit, but your Beauty; after this, not to love you, 
would proclaim me a Fool; and to ſay I did, when TI} 
thought otherwiſe, would pronounce me a Knave : If} 
any Body call'd me either, I ſhould reſent it; and if you 
but think me either, I ſhall break my Heart, You have 
already, Madam, ſeen enough of me to create a Liking 


or an Averſion; your Senſe is above your Sex, then let MNigh 
your Proceeding be fo likewiſe, and tell me plainly 31] 
what I have to hope for. Were I to conſult my Merit, Mobey 
my Humility would chide any Shadow of Hope; but Mbeir 
after a Sight of ſuch a Face, whoſe whole Compoſition ff yo 
is a Smile of Good-nature, why ſhould I be fo unjuſt as for 1 
to ſuſpe& you of Cruelty : Let me either live in Lenden Won n 
and be happy, or retire again to my Deſart to check my W(ſay 
Vanity that drew me thence; but let me beg to receive MWſure 
my Sentence from your own Mouth, that I may hear or 
you ſpeak, and ſee you look at the ſame Time; then ou 
let me be untortunate if I can, pea] 
than 
If you are not the Lady in Mourning. Lad) 
that ſat upon my Right Hand at to't, 
Church, you may go to the Devil, the |] 
for Pm jure you're a Witch. ſtanc 
. mine 
$$445$5+05$163s506 6944444 e 
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or troubling your Noddle with a Lady, whoſe Beauty 
s as much above your Pretenſions, as your Merit is be- 
ow her Love. Then anſwers my Heart, Good Mr. 

ead, you're a Blockhead; I know Mr. F rs 
lerit better than you; as for your Part, I know you 
o be as whimſical as the Devil, and changing with 
very new Notion that offers; but for my Share, I am 
xt, and can ſtick to my Opinion of a Lady's Merit for 
ver; and if the Fair She can ſecure an Intereſt in me, 
Monſieur Head, you may go whiſtle, Come, come, 
anſwer'd my Head) you, Mr. BReart, are always leading 
his Gentleman into ſome Inconvenience or other; was 
t not you that firſt entic'd him to talk to this Lady? 
our damn'd confounded Warmth made him like this 
ady, and your buſy Impertinence has made him write 
o her; your leaping and ſkipping diſturbs his Sleep by 
Night, and his good humour by Day : In ſhort, Sir, I 
11] hear no more on't: I am Head, and I will be 
bey' d — You lie, Sir, reply'd my Heart, 


being very angry) I am Head in Matters of Love, and 


f you don't give your Conſent, you ſhall be forc'd 3 
for I am ſure that in this Cafe all the Members will be 
on my Side. What ſay you, Gentlemen Hands? Oh 


(ſay the Hands) we would not forego the tickling Plea- 


ure of touching a delicious white, ſoft Skin for the 

orld. — Well, what ſay you, Mr. Tongue ? 
Zounds, ſays the Linguiſt, there is more Extaſy. in 
peaking three ſoft Words of Mr. Heart's ſuggeſting, 
than whole Orations of Signior Head's ; ſo I am for the 
Lady, and here's my honeſt Neighbour-Lips will ſtick 
to't. By the ſweet Power of Kiſſes, that we will, (reply'd 
the Lips,) and preſently ſome other worthy Members 
ſtanding up for the Heart, they laid violent Hands (ne- 
mine contradicente) upon poor Head, and knock'd out his 
brains, So now, Madam, behold me as perfect a Lover 
as any in Chriftendom, my Heart purely dictating every 
Word I fay; the little Rebel throws itſelf into your 
Power, and if you don't ſupport it in the Cauſeit has 
taken up for your Sake, think what will be the Con- 
dition of the Headleſs and Heartleſs 


Farquhar. 
Menday, 
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hare 
he Cb 
make 
IVE me Leave to call you, dear Madam, and tell Name 
you that I am now ſtepping into Bed, and that IWF The 
ſpeak with as much Sincerity as if I were ſtepping into gone 
my Grave: Sleep is ſo great an Emblem of Death, that Wand hz 
my Words ought to be as real, as if I were ſure never Ffrmly 
to awaken ; then may I never again be bleſt with the little 
Light of the Sun, and the Joys of Weane/day, if you are Morounc 
not as dear to me as my Hopes of waking in Health to- Jof the 
morrow Morning; your Charms lead me, my Inclina- WF The 
tions prompt me, and my Reaſon confirms me, famili: 
| | Differ 
M A D A NV, Love; 
b and [I 
Your Faithful, and Miſtre 
and co 
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Monday, Twelve o' Clock at Night. 


My humble Service to the Lady, 
ewho muſt be chief Mediator 


, for my Happineſs . 
A ek 22k wap eg 252 np nee nee nie 22 . Hh Kt f 242 2H SHE HE IH e 
Ado, 


N order to your Ladyſhip's Command, I have ſent Maſou 
1 you my Thoughts upon your two weighty Maxims Nets. © 
of amorous Policy {f we fly, they purſue, and En- Trade: 
Joyment quenches Love: But | ſhall run a greater Hazard Mp 
of your Diſpleaſure by my Obedience, than I ſhould by ©... 1 
the Neglect of your Commands; theſe Subjects leading Wy... 
me into more Gravity, than is well conſiſtent with my proßt: 
own Inclinations, or the Peruſal of a fair Lady. But other! 
to the Buſineſs. F A ſe 
To examine rightly how far theſe Female Maxim harin 
are in Force, we muſt diſpoſe Mankind into a Diviſion, in by. 
which I think hitherto has eſcap'd the Logicians ; to wit, 77 
the Men of Idleneſs, and Men of Buſineks. Under the 2 


firſt Branch of which Diſtinction is reducible a great WF 
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hare of the World, and eſpecially that which compoſes 
he Character of what we call the Beau Monde; tor to 
make them all of a Piece, we muſt give them a French 


Name too. 


The Practice of theſe Gentlemen, I muſt confeſs, has 


gone a great Way to paſs theſe Maxims for authentic, 


and have ſufficiently authoriz'd the Ladies to ſtick ſo 
firmly to their Principles; but wou'd they conſider a 


little upon what a ſcurvy Foundation theſe Topics are 


grounded, they would damn the Doctrine for the Sake 
of the Adorers. | 
Theſe idle Gentlemen (begging their Pardon for fo 
familiar an Epithet) ſhou'd ſhew the Ladies what a 
Difference there is between modiſh Intriguing and true 
Love; for theſe Sparks make Intriguing their Buſineſs, 
their Diverſion. They viſit their 
Miſtreſs as they go to the Park, becauſe it is the Mode; 
and continue to ſollicit her Favour, not thro? the Im- 
pulſe of Paſſion, but becauſe they have nothing elſe to 
do, Some other Motives there are to engage theſe 
Sparks in the Purſuit of a fair Lady; as, for Inſtance, 
upon the Survey of his Rent-Roll the Lover finds two 
or three Thouſand a Year ſtill unmortgag'd, ſends 
down immediately to his Steward to ſcrew up his Te- 
nants to due Payments, and concludes with Money con- 
guers all Things: A potent Proverb I muſt confeſs, to 
back his Reſolution. But here conſider, Madam, what 
it is that purſues you; not the Gentleman, but Fidlers, 
Maſquerades, Jewellers, Glovers, Milleners, hir'd Po- 
ets, with the confus'd Equipage of all their reſpective 
Trades; the Devil a Dart of Love is in the whole 
Bundle, no more than there is in the Straw and Oats 
that keep a Horſe for Nexumarket ; here are only two 
Beaſts to be back'd, one for Pleaſure, and rother for 
Profit; I will feed one for the Plate, and pamper the 
Other ſor my own Riding. | 

A ſecond Life to his Purſuit is his Vanity; the Beau 
having receiv'd a Repulſe over Night, ſteps to his Glaſs 
in the Morning, and ſurveying his charming Shape, 
'Sdeath, (ſays he) why ſhould I deſpair of Succeſs ? Blood, 
Jam as pretty a Fellow as another, but I think my Calves 
are a little of the largeſt, Ab, that's it, ſhe did not like my 
—— Dreſs 
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Dreſs Yeſterday Here, Boy, reach my blue Coat, I. 
tie my Cravat with a double Knit To-day, and wear 10 


Scienc 
privat. 


Buckles of my Garters behind. Thus while his foppiſt Upc 
Fancy can invent any particular Change or Whimſey ill} A 
his Dreſs, his Hopes are nouriſh'd by an abuſive Preh Opera 
ſumption, that the Ladies are ſmitten by ſuch Bagau oubt 
Impertinence. Here indeed, Madam, the firſt Maxim they) 
If we fiy, they purſue, is in Force, but upon ſcuryſſſfrom ! 
Terms; for the Continuation of ſuch a Coxcomb's AM, By 
dreſs is the greateſt Sat re upoa the Sex; and a WomalY 7 a; 
of true Senſe, rather than be plagu'd with ſuch a Fo Onatit 
lower, if there were no other Way, ſhould give hin ,4y, 
her Perſon to be quit of his Company; for here I dan de 
be ſworn your ſecond Maxim will hold, that Ernjoymen liſting 
gu uches Lowe : For theſe Gentlemen love as they hunt Aron 
for Diverſion, as I ſaid before; and no ſooner is org egin 
Hare ſnapt up, but they beat about for another; ; 
Beſides, Madam, 'tis but a modeſt Preſumption th he pit 
theſe Men of Pleaſure and Idleneſs muſt have an Ie P. 
gredient of the Fool in their Compoſition, whic$144ar 
cannot reliſh the true and laſting Beauties of a falum 
Woman; they cannot make a true Eftimate of b Hnexar 
Senſe, her Conſtancy, her ſeveral little kind and nM | 6 
dearing Offices, which can only engage the AﬀeCtion.;.,;; 
of a Man that truly underſtands their Value, deaſon 

This brings into my Conſideration how far theſſhubject 
Maxims may be applicable to your correſponding wiißhtances 
the latter Part of the Diſtinction, which I call'd his p. 
Men of Buſineſs ; by which I underſtand Men of SeviiWy near 
Learning and Experience, and call them Men of Bulk rave 
neſs, becauſe I wou'd exclude a Parcel of flaſhy, noil\Wor nat 
rhiming, atheiſtical Gentlemen, who arrogate to then But 
ſelves the Title of Wit and Senſe, for no other Ca eſults 
but the Abuſe of it: Such muſt be rank'd with ne G 
firſt Sort of Lovers, for they are the idleſt of MankindWenſe ; 
neither do I confine the Character of a Man of Buſes but! 
to the Law, the Church, the Court, Trade, or any ps wild 
ticular Employment: I intend it a farther Latitudis in / 
and incluſive of all thoſe, who deriding the Fop, hot pre 
deteſting the Debauchee, have laid down to themſelvhe W. 
ſome certain Scheme of Study, in any lawful Art Wafiion 
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Science, for the Benefit of the Public, or their own 


| 7 
9 


W tl private Improvement. 

ppi Upon this Foundation we may rationally conclude 
ey ihe Actions of ſuch Men to flow directly from the 
Preh Operations of their Reaſon. But here, Madam, without 


gate : 
Axim 
curvil 
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Doubt, the Ladies will interrupt me Hold, Sir, (ſay 
hey) wwe ab/olutely deny that Love and Reaſon are conſiſent; 
from which it follows, that your Men of Buſineſs have 
no Buſineſs here. 

I am very ſorry, Madam, in tbe firſt Place, that the 
ualification which muſt recommend a Man to a fair 
Lady, muſt debaſe him ſo near the Level of a Brute, 
and deprive him of that divine Stamp by which he is 


—— 


oy men i tinguiſh'd from the Beaſts of the Field. What an 
huntA#ront is this to your Sex, that one muſt no ſooner 
5 * egin to admire a Woman, but he muſt ceaſe to be a 
OLNCTE 


an; and that the Glory which a Lady receives by 
he Plurality of her Adorers, ſhould depend only upon 
he Eſteem of ſo many irrational Creatures ! No, no, 


1 that 
n Jn 


whicFMadam, 1 am too much a Courtier to let this vulgar 
a fin 'a\umny and ſevere Reflection upon your Sex paſs 
1 nexamined. 

| en 


I ſhall therefore make bold to ſay, that this very 


pinion touching the Inconſiſtency of Love with 


deaſon, has coſt the fair Sex more Tears, and has 


>Ction 


the ubjected Men to more Curſes, than the worſt Circum- 

Ar: tances of Falſhood and Perjury ; for depending upon 
g ö his Principle of the Ladies, the greateſt Raſcals have 
en 


ppear'd the moſt paſſionate Lovers, becaule the greateſt 
craves make the beſt Fools, and the moſt uſual Cloak 
or natural Villany, is an artificial Simplicity. 

But granting ſuch Follies and Abſurdities to be the 
ſults of a real Paſſion, ſuch Love ought not to gain 
ne Grain the 'more Weight in the Balance of true 
denſe ; for if the Lover be a Fool, this Extravagance 
s but what is natural to his Temper, and expoſes itſelf 


F Bull 
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V Pals wildly in the Effects of his other ordinary Paſſions, 
titus in Anger, Fear, Joy, Grief, and the like, and muſt 
pe 20Mot properly be call'd the Strength of his Love, but 
mſelvehe Weakneſs of his Reaſon; and the ſame Pitch of 


Art 0 


Paflon that may make a Mittall appear Lunatic, would 
science 


arcely be diſcernible in a Derimant. But if the * 
o 
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Love raiſe a Man of true Senſe to the Pitch of playing ond. 
the Fool, 'tis then, if not more ridiculous, at leaſt We ha 
much more dangerous in the DIE: for be Hunte 
aſſur'd, Madam, that the Bent of his Defire muſt be her 
too violent to laſt long, and when once it begins to 


aug 


decline, *twiil prove as violent in the Fall as in the aſſior 
Riſe; and the conſtant Reſult of a ſober Reflection, is Went 
the Hatred and Deteſtation of any Thing that had made Wt her 
him guilty of Extravagance, aid debas'd him below Wonclu 
the Dignity of his Reaſon; and there is no Medium in MWoriou: 
this Caſe between the extravagant Lover and the in-WMt to tl 
veterate Enemy. aſt R 
But begging your Ladyſhip's Pardon for this Digreſ. We ma 
fon, I ſhall return to my Man of Buſineſs, and ſee F hich 
how far your Principle, F we fly, they purſue, is appli: Hannot 
cable to a Perſon of this Character. bey ſc 
To the Examination of this Point, *twill not be or Gr 
amiſs to confider the ſeveral Paces and Proceedings offMWimes t 
ſuch a Lover in his Amour. A Man of Buſineſs and ng Co 
Study has his Thoughts too round and compact within We Na 
himſelf, to have his Fancy ſallying out upon the Ap- hing 
pearance of every Beauty that his daily ConverſatiouWr all! 
may throw in his Way; but if once it lights upon thit{Wiinctio 
Fair, which can rouſe him from his Indifference, raiſing Hearch 
a Pleaſure in his Eyes when ſhe's preſent, and an Upon t. 
eaſineſs in his Heart in her Abſence, 'tis no Impru-Wouns t 
dence to indulge the Thought. Love (he conſiders) iDug at 
a Bleſſing; and ſince it depends ſo much upon a Syn {qua 


pathy of Natures, why may'nt I expect that the fa din, 
Creature, who has rais'd ſuch Emotions in me, may i go 
Time, perhaps, be brought to have a mutual Concen e ſolv'e 


upon her? The Happineſs that I may expect from be Thu 
Love, if her other Qualities be proportionable to h my! 
Beauty, will infinitely reward the Pains of my enquir'ot like 
ing into her Life and Converſation. Here is the FO ke a I 
dation of Love fairly laid; and now the Gentleman gend is e 

to work upon the Structure: He firſt enquires into thing. 
Lady's Character, but that as a Man of Senſe ougi_Wo invit 
to do, without truſting the Malice of ſome that may TW ules o 
her Enemies, nor yet conſulting the Partiality of Hauſe tl 
Friends. His Reaſon may make a tolerable good BHhe Loy 
lance between both; and if perhaps ſome Slip in he ſome 
| Conduſ Vor. 
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ondudt has made the Scale of her Accuſation the heavieſt, 
e has ſome Grains of Love to throw 1nto the other to 
unterpoiſe it. His next Buſineſs 1s to gain Admittance 
her Company ; here he may find a thouſand Beauties 
augment, or as many Failings perhaps to deſtroy, his 
Pafion ; and to his Examination he muſt refer his Judg- 
1ent upon the different Characters he might have heard 
her before; for no reaſonable Man will peremptorily 
onclude from the Mouth of Common Fame; 'tis a no- 
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m in MWorious Liar, and generally in Extremes. If he believes 
e in- It to the Lady's Prejudice, he may wrong her Innocence 
paſt Redreſs; and if he truſts flying Report in her Favour, 

reſ. De may be impos'd upon himſelf: For the Vulgar (by 
ſee Phich I mean the Lac'd Coat as well as the Hobnail} 


ppli-Hannot enter into the nice Secrets of Female Behaviour; 

Mey ſometimes miſtake Levity for Freedom, ill Humour 
t beMor Gravity, Noiſe and Tattle for Wit and Senſe : Some- 
os offWines they change Hands, and call an Air of good Breed- 
s and ing Coquetry; they brand Aﬀability and Good-nature with 
ithinl de Name of Looſeneſs; and, in ſhort, there can be no ſuch 


Thing as a Woman in their Eſtimate, all muſt be Angels, 
dr all Devils, Now my Lover ſhall find out all theſe Di- 
inctions; he ſhall, in Spite of Female Diſſi mulation, 


Ap- 
ation 
the 


iſingearch to the very Bottom, and diſcover the leaſt Paint 
Un pon the Mind, as he does that upon the Face. Having 
apru- ound the Lady's Temper conformable to his own, or be- 
's) ng at leaſt afſur'd, that he can frame his own Humour 


o ſquare with her's; having known her Senſe and Under- 
tending ſufficient ſor a prudent Conduct, at leaſt pliable 
0 good Advice, he ſtands fix'd in his Reſolution, and 


Sym: 
E fait 


Jay i 

pp eſolv'd upon his Affection. 

m he Thus the beautiful Edifice of Love is gradually and 
o halWiimly rais'd, whereof Reaſon is till the Corner- ſtone; 


qui ot like the trifling Pomp of a Fop's Preparation, which, 


Four ke a Lord Mayor's Pageant, is built in a Night, glitters, 
n goed is gaz'd at for a Day, and the next dwindles into no- 
o thing. The Building thus finiſh'd, the next Buſineſs is 
ou gie invite the Fair Gueſt; 'tis impoſſible to confine the 
ay Rules of his Addreſs to any particular Obſervation, be- 
of hefWc2uſe they may be fo diveriify'd by the Circumſtances of 
id he Lover, the Accidents of Time, Place, or according 


to ſome Humours and Inclinations in the Lady's Temper, 
Vor. I. C which 


in be 
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which laſt have always prov'd the moſt effectual Mean 
of gaining a Heart, If the Lady's Diſpoſition be inclin. Hemp. 
able to Gaiety, he makes the Muſes ſpeak a good Word hole 
for him; he can diſpenſe in an Evening with a very dull ith tl 
Play, to have the Pleaſure of acting the Lover himſelf; 
nay, he can comply ſo far, as to commend a very dull ing 
thing, if his Miſtreſs is pleas'd to approve it; he can tak Con 
a Turn in the Mall with his Hat off, tho' the Weather beſW*ucat 
very cold, and join with her in railing at my Lord Such-.“ Th 
a-one, or Miſtreſs Such-a-one, tho* perhaps he under Fai 
ſtands the Quarrel to be no more than a Pique, or a Piece her | 
of Malice. If the Lady's Temper be more grave and ſe. ces 
date, he can fit an Hour or two condemning the Vices our ce 
the Town, and extolling the Pleaſures of a Country Life; (s, h 
nay, ſometimes perhaps he may have a Fling at the Go. |W"*nc* 
vernment, and be alittle Jacobitiſh to pleaſe her; he can roub] 
wait on her to Church, and hear a Levite thump Duſt ffectic 
and Nonſenſe out of a Pulpit Cuſhion for an Hour, and ounda 
call it an excellent Sermon, to humour her Approbation; Ne by 
with a thouſand other little fooliſh Fancies, which be-Hatu 
cauſe they are not very hurtful in themſelves, and that [ hay 
Cuſtom has brought them into Play, muſt be borne with IMF © Bil 
upon this Occaſion ; and when all is done, Ceremony nd M 
looks as decently in Love, as in Religion; and a Clown a PH 
in an Intrigue makes as aukward a Figure as a Quaker in“ Si 
Church. Our Lover therefore writes, viſits, ſighs, de-inse 
clares his Paſſion with all Demonſtrations of Submiſſion Het 
and Sincerity; all which is often repeated to ſave the e, 
Lady's Modeſty, and to ſooth a little pleafing Vanity in- 'ppy s 
cident to the Female Sex of ſzeing themſelves admir'd. , am 
He is ſatisfy'd alſo that the World ſhou'd know it, and 4 by 
ſubmits to the Cenſure of a whining Coxcomb, to favour Neàt, © 
the Lady's yielding by the plauſible Excuſe of a hard Hs. 
Siege; but if after all this he finds his Pretenſions to no Monat 
Purpoſe, your Maxim, Madam, Fave fly, &c. will not arone, 


be of Force to detain him longer; he has the ſame his E 
Thread of Reaſon to guide him out of the Labyrinth Hern 
that led him in; he has not perhaps the ſame Supports io ou“ 
his Hope, that every glittering Spark with a Coach and Set 0 
Six can pretend; but were his Fortune ever ſo confidera- Gove. 
ble, he wou'd not affront the Lady's Honour, nor his. Pom 
own Judgment, ſo far as to ſuppoſe her of a mercenary ich = 
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51 
emper; neither can he imagine that the charming Fair, 
hoſe Senſe he has ſo much admir'd, ſhou'd be captivated 
ith the tying of his Cravat, or the Fancy of his Snuff- 
px, No, no, he is rather convinc'd, that there is ſome- 
ing * gg to the Lady in his Perſon, Behaviour, 
Converſation, which being a Defect of Nature, or 
ducation, he muſt patiently ſubmit to, without cutting 
Throat; and he's the more willing to take up with 


s Failings, becauſe Time may perhaps produce ſome: 


her Lady, that may value him upon theſe very Circum- 


ances that made the firſt diſdain him ; ſo that in Spite of 


pur celebrated Maxim, he betakes himſelf to his Buſi- 
{s, has the Manners to free the Lady from his Imper- 
nence, and the Prudence to diſengage himſelf of the 
rouble, Neither is he much diſtreſs'd to withdraw his 
ffections; for as the Proſpect of Happineſs was the firſt 
dundation of his Love, ſo the Progreſs of his Paſhon muſt 


ave been nouriſh'd with Favours to keep it alive, and 


naturally without this Fuel will the Fire go out of itſelf. 
I have already, Madam, ſo far tranſgreſſed the Bounds 
a Billet-doux, that I am afraid to meddle with your ſe- 

nd Maxim : But give me a Moment's Patience, Madam, 
d PH make quick Work-with—£Znjoyment quenches Lewe 

ne Simile, Madam, and I take my Leave. What a 
range and unaccountable Madneſs wou'd it appear in a 
bject of England, a Gentleman that enjoys Peace and 

enty, Eaſe and Luxury, if he, diſcontented with his 
ppy State, ſhou'd raiſe a Combuſtion in his Country, 

Im ambitious Rebel, make a Party againſt his Prince, 
d by Force and Treachery lay hold upon the Govern- 
ent, and all this for the bare Pleaſure of being called 
ing. I can aſſure you, Madam, did the Pleaſures of 
Monarch conſiſt in nothing more than being plac'd in a 
hrone, with a Crown upon his Head, and the Scepter 
his Hands, we ſhould have the upſtart Prince uſe his 
overnment as a Fool does a fair Lady after Enjoyment ; 
2 wou'd ſoon be cloy'd with his Deſire, and uneaſy till 
got quit of it. But if our Ne! underſtood the Policy 
Government, the many Glories that attend a Crown, 

e Pomp of Dependencies, the Sweets of abſolute Power, 
ich the many Delights and Joys that attend his Royalty, 
would maintain his Station to the laſt Drop of Blood, 
C 2 This 
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This is eaſily applicable to a Man of Senſe gaining th 
Crown of Beauty; he can judge of the Charms of his Pol 
ſeſſion, and values Enjoyment only as the Title to hi 
greater Pleaſures : There are a thouſand Cupids attending 
the Throne of Love, all which have their ſeveral prettj 
Offices and ſerviceable Duties to exhilerate their Maftcr\ 
Joy, and contribute to his conſtant Diverſion, if he by * 
underſtands how to employ them. * 
How far, Madam, I have recommended to you the Ac 
dreſſes of an ingenious Man, I dare not determine; by 
I am afraid I have ſaid ſo much againſt the Paſſion | 
Fools, that I have ruin'd my own Intereſt ; tho? you can' 


I my 


reckon me among the idle Part of Men, being ſo happilfMW freſh 
employed this Morning by the Commands of ſo fair any a 
Lady. 5 ill ſte 
Your Ladyfbip's mt bunble Servant, Nell, 

eman 
do mi 
FATE ſgorg 
gain; 
| tomach} 
Friday Night, 11 Cl, A R. 
dA 1895, L Ec ly Hes 
F you find no more Reſt from your Thoughts in Bou 
than I do, I cou'd wiſh you, Madam, to be alway ylelf ; 
there, for there I am moſt in Love. I went to the Pda 
this Evening, and the Muſic rais'd my Soul to ſuch e with 
Pitch of Paſſion, that I was almoſt mad with Melancholy Pais fe 
I flew thence to Spring- Garden, where with envious Eye 2 
I ſaw every Man pick up his Mate, whilſt I alone walks 3 f 
like ſolitary Adam before the Creation of his Eve; be cho e 


the Place was no Paradiſe to me; nothing J found ente 
raining but the Nightingale, which methought in fwet 3 fat 
Notes, like your own, pronounc'd the Name of my De -q rm 
Penelope. As the Fool thinketh, the Bell clinketh, Fro ant, 
hence I retir'd to the Tavern, where methought the ſhu 75 

ing Glaſs repreſented your fair Perſon, and the ſparkling 17 1 
Wine within it, look'd like your lively Wit and Spit! "4 F | 
I met my dear Miſtreſs in every thing, and I prope Diocls 


preſently to ſee her in a lively Dream, fince the laſt . 
4 
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do, is to kiſs her dear Letter, claſp her charming Idea 
g (Ma my Arms, and fo fall falt aſleep. 


© bi My Morning Songs, my Ex ning Pray re, 
nding My Daily Muſings, Nightly Cares. 

Tretty Adieu. 
after! 

e by 


SOO OOO a 1 
* C οο O OCD 


e Ad 
> 3 by Ere am I drinking, Madam, at the Sign of the 
ion d Globe; and it ſhall go hard but J make the Voy- 


Nee of old Sir Drake by to-morrow Morning: We have 
freſh Gale and a round Sea; for here is very good Com- 
any and excellent Wine; From the Orb in the Sign, I 
ill ſtep to the Globe of the Moon, thence make the Tour 
fall the Planets, and fix in the Conſtellation of Venus. 
ou ſee, Madam, I am elevated already. Here's a Gen» 
eman tho', who ſwears he loves his Miftreſs better than 
do mine, but if I don't make him ſo drunk that he ſhall 
iſgorge his Opinion, may I never drink your Health 
gain; the generous Wine ſcorns to lie upon a Traitor's 
tomach, *tis Poiſon: to him that profanes Society by be- 
g a Rogue in his Cups. I wiſh, dear Madam, with all 
y Heart that you ſaw me in my preſent Circumſtances, 
du wou'd certainly fall in Love with me, for I am not 
yſclf; I am now the pleaſanteſt fooliſh Fellow that ever 
ain'd a Lady's Heart, and a Glaſs or two more will fill 


e Pla : 

ſuch e with ſuch Variety of Impertinence, that I cannot fail 
cho Pals for agreeable. You, Drawer, bring me a Plate of 
5 Eye e—— Ha! How the Wine whizzes upon my Heart; 


Ice, 


alte is forging his Love-Darts in my Belly 

„; b Dog, Ice The Son of a Whore has brought me 
entelachovies. Well! This is a vexatious World, I wiſh 

ſwellvere fairly out of it, and happy in Heaven, I mean your 

y De Arms; which is the conſtant Prayer of your Humble 
Frolvant, Drunk or Sober. 

ie ſhi 


1 deſign To-morrow in the Afternoon to beg your Pardon for 
i the ill Manners of my Debauch ; and make myſelf as great 
an Emperor, by inviting your Ladyſbip to the Entertainment 
Diocleſian. 

C 9 In 
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N purſuance to your Order, Madam, I have ſent yy 
here inclos'd my Picture; and I challenge andi 


Kneller to draw more to the Life. You are the firſt Pe Paſlic 
ſon that ever had it; and if I had not ſome "Though: T4 
that the Subſtance would fall to your Share, I would nc 1 
part with my Likeneſs. I hope the Colours will ney O's 
fade, tho' you may give me ſome Hints where to mer of T. 
the Features, having ſo much Power to correct the Life I, 
all P] 

The Pidture. quite 

what 

Y Outſide is neither better nor worſe than n plett, 
Creator made it, and the Piece being drawn by 3 

great an Artiſt, twere Pre ſumption to fay there well I loſe 
many Strokes amiſs. I have a Body quality'd to anſxr Sprin 
all the Ends of its Creation, and that's ſufficient, they h 
As to the Mind, which in moſt Men wears as ma creati 
Changes as their Body, ſo in me 'tis generally dreft li to fra 
my Perſon in black. Melancholy is its every Day 4 the 2 
parel; and it has hitherto found few Holidays to make I ment. 
change its Clothes. In ſhort, my Conſtitution is ve 5 
Splenetic, and yet very amorous; both which I e and c 
deavour to hide, leſt the former ſhoald offend other polig 
and that the latter might incommode myſelf. And little 
Reaſon is fo vigilant in reſtraining theſe two Failing teazin 
that I am taken for an eaſy-natur'd Man with my oy flealin 
Sex, and an ill-natur'd Clown by yours. like: 
*Tis true, I am very ſparing in my Praiſes and Con In ſno 
pliments to a Lady, out of a Fear that they may affe great 
myſelf more than her. For the Idols that we worſi J a 
are generally of our own making; and though at i re. 
Men may not ſpeak what they think, yet Truth m juring 
catch them on t'other Hand, and make them thi; ma 
what they ſpeak. But moſt of all am I cautio nim'd. 
of promiſing, eſpecially upon that weighty Article I a. 
Conſtancy, becauſe, in the firſt Place, I have nei nd o- 
try'd the Strength of it in my own Experience; a” makes 
ſecondly, 1 ſuppoſe a Man can no more engage for WM very d 
Conſtancy than for his Health, ſince I believe they be I ha 
equally depend upon a certain Conſtitution of Boch chearf 


and how far, and how frequently, that may be liable! 
Alterati 
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Alteration, eſpecially in Affairs of Love, let the more 
judicious determine. 

But ſo far a Man may promiſe, that if he find not his 
Paſſion grounded on a falſe Foundation, and that he 
have a Continuance of the ſame Sincerity, Truth and 
Love to engage him; that then his Reaſon, his Honour, 
and his Gratitude, may prove too ſtrong for all Changes 
of Temper and Inclination. 

I am a very great Epicure, for which Reaſon I hate 
all Pleaſure that 15 purchas'd by Exceſs of Pain, I am 
quite different from the Opinion of Men that value 
what is dearly bought; long ExpeQation makes the 
Bleſſing always leſs to me, for by often thinking of the 
future Joy, I make the Idea of it familiar to me, and fo 
] loſe the great Tranſport of Surprize; *tis keeping the 
Springs of Defire ſo long upon the Rack, till at laſt 
they grow looſe and enervate : Beſides, any one of a 
creative Fancy, by a Duration of Thoughts, will be apt 
to frame too great an Idea of the Object, and ſo make 
the greater Part of his Hopes end in a Diſappoint- 
ment. 

I am ſeldom troubled with what the World calls Airs 
and Caprices ; and I think it an Idiot's Excuſe for a 
fooliſh Action, to ſay *twas my Humour. I hate all 
little malicious Tricks of vexing People for Trifles, or 
teazing them with frightful Stories, malicious Lies, 
ſtealing Lap-dogs, tearing Fans, breaking China, or the 
like : I can't reliſh the Jeſt that vexes another in earneſt; 
In ſhort, if ever I do a wilful Injury, it muſt be a very 
great one. 

I am often melancholy, but ſeldom angry ; for which 
Reaſon I can be ſevere in my Reſentment, without in- 
juring myſelf: I think it the worſt Office to my Nature, 
> ay myſelf uaneaſy for what another ſhould be pu- 
niſh'd. 

I am eaſily deceiv'd, but then I never fail at laſt to 
find out the Cheat; my Love of Pleaſure and Sedateneis 
makes me very ſecure, and the ſame Reaſon makes me 
very diligent when I am alarm'd. | 

I have fo natural a Propenfity to Eaſe, that I cannot 
Chearfully fix to my Study, which bears not a Pleaſure in 
C4 the 
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the Application, which makes me inclinable to Poet with 


above any thing elſe. 

T have very Fittle Eftate, but what lies under the Cir. 
cumference of my Hat; and ſhould I by Miſchance come: 
to loſe my Head, I ſhould not be worth a Groat; but 
ought to thank Providence that I can by three Hour 
Study live one and twenty with Satisfaction to myſelf, 
and contribute to the Maintenance of more Families, 
than ſome who have Thouſands a Year. 

I have ſomething in my outward Behaviour, which 
3 Strangers a worſe Opinion of me than I deſerve; 

ut I am more than recompens'd by the Opinion of my 
Acquaintance, which 1s as much above my Deſert. 

I have many Acquaintances, very few Intimates, but 
no Friend, I mean in the old Romantic Way; I have no 
Secret ſo weighty, but what I can bear in my own 
Breaſt; nor any Duels to fight, but what I may engage in 
without a Second; nor can I love after the old Romantic 
Diſcipline. I would have my Paſſion, if not led, yet at 
leaſt waited on by my Reaſon : and the greateſt Proof of 
my Affection that a Lady muſt expect, is this: I would 
run any Hazard to make us both happy, but would not 
for any tranſitory Pleaſure make either of us miſerable. 


Fever, Madam, you come to know the Lift of this Piece, a 
doll as he that drew it, you will conclude that I need nit 
fubſcribe the Name ts the Picture. 


++ +4435 K K K ++ K- & K K 44-44 


| ELL! Mrs. Y—— and my charming Penelope are 

to lie together to-night ; what wou'd I give to 
be a Mouſe (God bleſs us) behind the Hangings to hear 
the Chat, You don't know, Madam, but my Genius, 
which always attends you, may overhear your Diſcourſe; 
therefore not one Word of George. I'm reſ@lv'd to have a 
Friend to lie with me to-night, that I may quit ſcores 
with you; and it ſhall go hard but I prove as kind to 
my Companion, as you are to yours; though I mult 


confeſs, that I had rather be in Mrs. J 's _y 
wit 


ſieur 
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* way 
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with all the little Pillows about me, or in that of Mon- 
fiear Adonis upon the Chair. | 


My Rival is a Dog of Parts, 
h 


but! at captivates the Ladies Hearts ; 
Hour And yet by Jove ¶ I ſcorn to forge) 
nylſell, Adonis /elf muft yield to George. 
milie, Tam a Dog as well as he, 
| Can fawn upon a Lady's Knee 
which My Ears as long, and I can bark, 
ſerve; To guard my Miftre/5 in the Dark : 
of my I han't four Legs, that's no hard Sentence, 
For I can paw and ſcrape Acquaintance. 
8, but Jam a Dog that admires you, 
aVe no And I'm a Dog if this ben't true; 
y own And if Adonis does outrival me, 
age in Then I'm a greater Son of a Bitch than he. 
nantic Reach my Waiſtcoat but ne er trouble it, 
or r Jam already a Dog in a Doublet. 
DOT 0 


would 
Id not 


Was ever ſuch a poetical puppy ſeen? But when my 


liſtreſs is fick, 'tis then Dog-days with me, tho? tis but 

a Cur's Trick, I muſt confeis; but I would be content 

o bark at this Rate all my Life, ſo that I might hunt 

ce, way all Rats and Mice from my fair Angel, whoſe 

cd na Wearful Temper is the only Mark of Mortality about 
er. The Remembrance of the Water-Rat laſt Night has 
nſpir'd me with the following Lines, 


ble. 


vy Fair Roſamond did little think 
Her Cryſtal Pond ſhould turn a Sink, 
ua To harbour Vermin that might fwim, 
'e (0 And frighten Beauties from the Brim. 
hear Henceforth, deteſied Pond, no more 


. Shall Beauties crown your berdant Shore; 

a Your Waves ſo fam'd for am'rous League, 

LY Are now turn'd Ratſoane to Intrigue. 

cores < 

d br Now geod Morrow, my fair Creature, and 

= - let me know how you are recover'd from 
* our Fright. 

with 7 - 
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| WH ſhould I write to my deareſt Pene/ope, when 


only trouble her with reading what ſhe won ! bs 
believe? I have told my Paſſion, my Eyes have ſpoke 1A. *< 
my Tongue pronounc'd it, and my Pen declar'd it; | hink 
have figh'd it, ſwore it, and ſublerib'd it; now myM<'*"" 
Heart is full of you, my Head raves of you, and mite in 
Hand writes to you, but all in vain. If you think me ede 
Diſſembler, uſe me generouſly like a Villain, and diſcau from 
me for ever; but if you will be ſo juſt to my Paſſion, «MF Par 
to believe it ſincere, tell me ſo, and make me happy;M<<< 
tis but Juſtice, Madam, to do one or t'other. Vere 
Your Indiſpoſition laſt Night, when I left you, put Parſor 
me into ſuch Diſorder, that not finding a Coach; I miſydM*/** ! 
my Way, and never minded whither I wander'd, 'til >> 
found myſelf cloſe by Tyburz. When blind Love guides; 
who can forbear going aſtray ? Inſtead of laughing at mj. my R 
ſelf, I fell to pitying poor Mr, F—r, who, whilſt MMAtean 
rov'd abroad among your whole Sex, was never out d To c. 
his Way, and now by a fingle She was led to the Gal" * 
lows. From the Thoughts of Hanging, I naturally en Sons 
rer'd upon thoſe of Matrimony : I confider'd how magie, W 
Gentlemen have taken a handſome Swing, to avoilf III pt 
ſome inward Diſquiets; then why ſhou'd not I hazari*” th 
the Nooſe, te eaſe me of my Torment? Then I conf 
der'd, whether I ſhou'd ſend for the Ordinary of Muffe 


gate, or the Parſon of St. Anne's; but conſidering my 
ſelf better prepar'd for dying in a fair Lady's Arm: 
than on the three legg'd Tree, IT was the moſt inchnabs 
to the Pariſh-Prieſt : Beſides, if 1 dy'd in a fair Lady'\ 
Arms, I ſhou'd be fure of Chriſtian Burial at laſt, ani 
Mould have the moſt beautiful Tomb in the Univerſe 
You may imagine, Madam, that theſe Thoughts of Mor 
tality were very melancholy ; but who cou'd avoid ti 
Thoughts of Death when you were fick? And if you 
Health be not dearer to me than my own, may the nes 
News I hear be your Death, which would be as great! 
Hell, as your Life and Welfare is a Heaven to the moi 
amorous of his Sex. 


was fu 
tence | 
me int 


Pray let me know in a Line, whether you are 
better er ac, avhether I am Honeſt or a 
Kuawvi, and whether 1 foall live or die. 


10 
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"al Can no more let a Day paſs without ſeeing or writing 
ke; 1 to my dear Penelope, than I can flip a Minute without 
it; chinking of her. I know nobody can lay a joſter 
„ Claim to the Account of my Hours, than ſhe who has 
d no indiſputable a Title to my Service; and I can no 
- me more keep the Diſcovery of my Faults from you, than 


liſcaul from my own Conſcience, becauſe you compoſe ſo great 
a Part of my Devotion. Let me therefore confeſs to my 
deareſt Angel, how laſt Night I ſaunter'd to the Fountain, 
here ſome Friends waited for me; one of 'em was a 
Parſon, who preaches over any Thing but his Glaſs : 
Had not his Company and Sunday Night ſanctify'd the 
Debauch, I ſhou'd be very fit for Repentance this Morn- 
ing; the ſearching Wine has ſprung the Rheumatiſin in 
my Right Hand, my Head akes, my Stomach pukes, I 
dream'd all this Morning of Fire, and wak'd in a Flame: 
To compleat my Miſery, I muſt let you know all this, 
and make you angry with me. I defign tho* this Af- 
ernoon to repair to St. Anne's Prayers, to beg Abſolution 
of my Creator and my Miſtreſs; if both prove mercital, 
I'll put on the Reſolution of amending my Lite, to ft me 
or the Joys of Heaven and you, 


IN, 2 


apP) 


1, put 
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till! 
undes, 
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Arm: Dear Madam, 

mo N OW I write with my aking Hand the Dictates of 
_ my aking Heart; my Body and my Soul are of a 


t, ani 
iver( 
F Mor 
bid th 
f you 
e nex 
great! 
E mo 


Piece; both uneaſy for Want of my dear Penelope. Ex- 
uſe me, Madam, for troubling you with my Diſtemper ; 
ut my Hand is ſo ill, that it can write nothing elſe, be- 
auſe it can go no farther. 


88885858 
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Isfortunes always lay hold on me, when I forſake 
I my Love, or fall ſhort of my Duty; your Coach 
was full, and Mr. C r was vaniſh'd, ſo I had no Pre- 
tence left to avoid ſome ſobed Friends, that wou'd haul 
mc into a Cellar to drink Cyder; a dark, chilly, con- 
21 io unded 


1 
[| 
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founded Hole, fit only for Treaſon and Tobacco. Being 
warm with the Throng of the Playhouſe, I unadviſedly 
threw off my Wig ; the Rawneſs of this curſed Place, 
with the Coldneſs of our Tipple, has ſeiz'd upon me ſo 


_ violently, that I'm afraid I ſhan't recover it in a Trice; 


T have got ſuch a Pain in my Jaws, that I ſha'nt be able 
to eat a Bit: So now, Madam, I muſt either live upon 


Love or ſtarve. For Heaven's Sake then, dear Madam, 
ſend me a little Subſiſtence ; let not a hungry Wretch} 


pom for want of an Alms: Your Charity, for the 
ord's Sake, Kind Words is all I crave; and the moſt 


uncharitable Prelate will afford a Beggar his Bleſſing.— 


Pity my Condition, Fair Charmer, I have got a Cold 


without, and a Fire within, Love and Cyder do not agree, | 


ſo I'll have no more Cellars. If you don't ſend me 
ſome Comfort in my Afflictiors, expect to have a Note 
to this Purpoſe——Be pleas'd to accompany the Corps 
of an unfortunate Lover, who dy'd of an aching Chops 
and a broken Heart. 


ARAB AB AB AANARARAX 


OUR Verſes, Madam, I have read, ſcan'd and 

con ſider'd over and over; I muſt ftill complain of 

the Difficulty of your Characters; but your Senſe is like 

a rich Mine, hard to come at, but when found, an inf 

nite Treaſure, I wou'd anſwer you in Verſe, but for the 
Reaſon that follows. 


Of all the ſpecicus Wits and formal Arts, 
Vd by our young intriguing Men of Parts, 
None can their Ignorance in Love expreſs, 
So much as whining Words in faauning Verſe, 
The Nymph, whoſe fofter Breaſt ſoft Numbers gain, | 
Muft bade & Soul celejtially ferent, 
\ Seraphically bright, and ſparkling as her Mien. 
But Women new that Character diſogun, 
. They are all Mortal, very Mortal grown. 
By Perſe was Beauty's Empire firſt ordain'd, 
And flubborn Man to Love by Verſe was cbain d. 
Verſe gave to Lowe his Quiver and h Brew, 
Nay, &en from Verſe be had his Godbead 199. 4 
1 
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zeing And new ungrateful Beauty ſcorns that Aid, 

ſedly By which its greateſt Triumphs firſt were made: 
ace, A ſordid Blockhead, with an empty Skull, 

ne ſq Shall haue Acceſs, becanſe his Pockets full. 

rice; Curſe on thee, Gold—why, Charmer. tell me why 
able Shou d that which buys a Horſe, bright Beauty buy 2 
upon O cou'd I find (grant Heawn that once I may) 
dam, A Nymph fair, kind, poetical and gay; 

retch BY Jbo/e Lowe fhou'd blaze, unſully d, and divine, 

r the Ligbted at firſt by the bright Lamp of mine 

moſt Free as a Miſtreſs, faithful as a Wife, 

8.— And one that loud a Fiddle as her Life ; 

Cold Free from all ſordid Ends, from Iut'reſt free, 

gree, For my own Sake affecting only me. 

me What a bleft Union ſpou d our Souls combine? 

Note J her's alone, and ſhe be only mine. | 

'Orps Free gen'rous Favours ſhowd our Flames expreſe, 


hops 


* 


and 
in of 
like 
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Pd write for Lowe, and ſbe ſpou'd love for Verſe, 

In deathleſs Numbers ſhou'd my fair one ſhine, 

Her Love, her Charms ſpou' d blazon every Line, { 
And the whole Page be like herſelf, Divine. 

Not Sachariffa's /elf, great Waller's Fair, 

Shou'd for an endl:/s Name with mine compare; 

My Lines ſbculd run fo high, the World fhou'd ſee 

1 ſung of her, and ſhe inſpired me. 

Vain are thy VWijpes, wretched Damon, vain, 4 1 
Thy Verſe can only ſerve thee to complain : 1 
Wealth makes the Bargain, Love's become a Trade, | | 
Blind Lowe is now by blinder Fortune led. | 
Who then wou'd fing, or ſacred Numbers boaſt, | 
Since Lowe, the juſt Reward of Verſe, is lat? 1 
Of the Joft Sex why were the Muſes made, | | 
If in foft Lowe they can't afford us Aid? | | 
No, Cupid, no, you have deceiv'd too long, 7 

My Muſe and Love have ever dene me wwrong 3 [ 
Farewel, ungrateful Love, farewel, ungrateſul Song. 


You ſee, Madam, that my Rhime has argu'd me out of 


Lore; but I'm violently ſuſpicious that my Reaſon will 
convince me, that I am ſtill as much your Captive as 
ever; for I have the greateſt Inclination in the Word to 


intreat the Favour of meeting your Ladyſhip in the 18 
o- 


Aud 


G 


To-morrow by Six. If you tarry till Seven, yon may *. 
find me at the End of the Lover's Walk, hanging upon] * 
one of the Trees, which will be the readieſt Way, for * | 
aught I ſee, to bring our Amour to a Concluſion, [ * 
am an impudent Fellow; that's to prevent your Re. Pen 
flection upon my preſuming to appoint you a Place o 5 
Aſſignation. 24 
can 

eee e lea 
F any Thing ſhould come to your Hands, Madam, 3,11 
1 that I writ laſt Night, I humbly beg that you wou'd Sod 
pardon Its 16. woke ora for I was ſo fuddled, that [ "Ju 
hardly remember whether I writ or not. You'll think you, 
perhaps that my Excuſe needs as much an Apology as my wo | 
Pratt but you ought to forgive me, when I aſſure you, ¶ read 


that I ſhall never forgwe myſelf, I have vow'd this 
Morning never to taſte Wine, till I can recover that 
Opportunity .of ſeeing you, that Wine made me loſe, 1 
went to the Royal Exchange at Two; and ſtay'd in the City 
till Twelve at Night; I din'd with Mr. B—x, who (by 
the Way) is a pretty Gentleman, but has a confounded 
Wife; ſuch Stories have I heard of her Perſecution, and 
his Long-ſuffering, that he deſerves to go to Heaven, and 
The to Hell for ſending him; and ſo much for a Citizen's 
Wife. I come now from Mr. Dryden's Funeral, where 
we had an Ode in Horace ſung, inſtead of David's Pſalms; 
whence you may find, that we don't think: a Poet worth 
Chriſtian Burial. The Pomp ef the Ceremony was a Kind 
of Rhapſody, and fitter, I think, for Hudibras than him, 
becauſe the Cavalcade was moſtly Burleſque; but he was 
an extraordinary Man, and bury'd after an extraordinary 
Faſhion ; for I do believe there was never ſuch another 
Burial ſeen. The Oration indeed was great and inge- 
nious, worthy the Subject, and like the Author, whoſe 
Preſcriptions can reſtore the Living, and his Pen embalm 
the Dead. And ſo much for Mr. Dryden, whoſe Burial 
was the ſame with his Life; Variety, and not of a Piece. 
The Quality and Mob, Farce and Heroics; the Sublime 
and Ridicule mixt in a Piece, great Cleopatra in a Hack- 

mey-Coach. 
And 
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And now, Madam, for the Application; let us conſider, 


chat we are all mortal, that neither Wit can protect a Man, 


nor Beauty a Woman, from the Impertinence of a Burial : 
There is but one Way, let us join our Forces to diſap- 
point it, as thus: Beauty cauſes Love, Love inſpires Poe- 
try, and Poetry makes Wit immortal: So in Return, Wit 
is fir'd with Gratitude, that extols your Charms, and fo 
makes Beauty immortal, Now, Madam, if your Beauty 
can make as mad Work in my Head, as it has in my 
Heart, I will ſhew the World ſuch a Copy of your Coun- 
tenance, that you ſhall be as fair a hundred Years hence, as 
you are at this Inſtant ; all the Worms in the Church-yard 
{hall not have Power to touch one Feature in your Face ; 
and for my Part, if Fam not more a Poet a hundred Years 
hence than I am now, I'll be damn'd. And I can aſſure 
you, that Mr. Dryden had never dy'd, had he not grown 
too old to pleaſe the Ladies; and if that be my Caſe al- 
ready, the Lord have Mercy upon me. 


MCC CA AX CIA RC IN IN 


Our ſtrange and unexpected Declaration of your un- 

kind Thoughts of me, has caſt a Damp upon my 
Spirits, that will break out either in Melancholy or Rage: 
1 wiſh it prove the latter, for then I fhall deſtroy myſelf 
the ſhorter Way; in the Fervency of my Paſſion, and 
Diligence of Courtſhip, which has alarm'd Part of the 
World, To be accus'd of Coldneſs and Neglect is 
but I'll ſay no more upon that Subject, 'tis too warm; 
and if I touch it, will ſet me in a Blaze. I remember 
the Cauſe of my Uneaſineſs t'other Day, and I remem« 
ber that Cauſe was repeated laſt Night; and, in ſhort, 
I remember a thouſand Things that make me mad; and 
fince you have taken ſo opportune a Time of telling me 
of the Coldneſs of my Love, give me Leave to tell you, 
that my Paſſion is ſo violent, that *twill give me Cauſe 
to curſe your whole Sex; nay, even you, tho? at the ſame 


Time I cou'd ſtab myſelf for the Expreſſion. Now, Ma- 


dam, I'll endeavour to leep, for I ha'n't clos'd my Eyes 


| Liace I ſaw you. 


THIS 
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Hague, October 235 New Stile. 
| HIS is the ſecond Poſt, dear Madam, ſince I have 


moſt real Paſſion that ever poſſeſt the Breaſt of Man; and, 
if, after all this, they ſhould all prove vain, I leave you 
to judge how poor an Opinion I ſhou'd have of my Un- 
derſtanding, which muſt be a very mortifying Thought 
for a Perſon who is very unwilling to paſs for a Fool. 
Tis true, I have laid out all the little Senſe I had in your 
Service, and if it ſhould be caſt away, | ſhould turn Bank. 
rupt in my Underſtanding, and run ſtark mad upon the 
Loſs. For God's Sake, Madam, let me know what I 
have to truſt to, that I may once more ſet up for a Man 
of ſome Parts, or elſe run away from my Senſes as faſt as 
I can ; my Thoughts: begin to be very ſevere Creditors, 
and I am perfectly tir'd of their Company. Ihe King 
came hither laſt Night about Eleven from Leo; and if the 
Weather prove fair, deſigns for England next Wedne/day. 
Providence has deſign'd my ſtaying ſo long, out of its 
great Mercy to ſecure me from the Violence of a terrible 
Storm, which has laſted here this Fortnight paſt, to that 
Degree, that Holland is no more at preſent than a great 
leaky Man of War, toſſing on the Ocean, and Mariners 
are forc'd to pump Night and Day to keep the Veſſel 


Cellars and Canals have frequent Communication, and 
happy is he that can lodge in a Garret: There are Fel- 
lows planted on all the Steeples, with a conſiderable Re- 
ward to him that can mike the firſt Land, tho” they had 
more Need to look out for a Rainbow; for without that 
T ſhall believe that God Almighty, in his Articles with 
Noah after the Flood, has excluded the Dutch out of the 
Treaty, I have tranſcrib'd your Letter to my Lord 
A le, and will! conſult with Captain L oe about 
your Affairs, whether it be proper to mention Matters 
now, or defer it ti! we come over: My Lord fy n= 
treate 


heard from you, which makes me apprehenſive that 
you are not well, or that you have forgot the Perſon whoſe | 
Health and Welfare ſo intirely depends upon yours. Jam 
proud to ſay, that all my Words, my Letters, and En- 
deavours, have unfeignedly run upon the Strain of the 


above Water. I can aſſure you, without a Jeſt, that the 
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treated us Yeſterday with a Pot of Exgliſt Veniſon ſent 
him by his Mother. But never was poor Buck ſo de- 
vour'd by hungry Hounds ; we hunted him down with 


Y; ile . 


have excellent Burgundy—— Could this Place afford us good 
e that Toaſts as it does Wine, *twere a Paradiſe. But we made 
vhoſe Shift to call you all over, every Beauty in London, from 
Iam the D ſs of G n to Mrs. B-——/e; and when we 
d En- ¶ got drunk, we toaſted the Dutch Ladies; and by the Time 
f the we got thro? the whole Aſſembly, we were grown as dull 


and ſottiſh as if we had lain with them. You muſt par- 
don my Breeding, Madam, and conſider where I am; 
but I do bluſh a little, and can't ſay a Word more, but 
that I am, 


and, 
you 
Un- 
ught 
Fool. 
your 
ank. 
1 the 
at I 
Man 
ſt as 


M AD 4 M, 
Your faithful and moſt humble Servant. 


Receiv'd your Letter, Madam, with the ſtrange Rela- 


7. tion of your being robb'd : I can't tell whether my 
F the rief or Amazement was greateſt ; it ſuſpended the Pain 
ay. df the Rheumatifm for ſome Hours, tho' I gain'd little 


that, for it only gave Place to a greater. All the Con- 
olation I can afford in your Sorrow, is, that you have a 
,.ompanion in your Afflictions that ſympathizes in every 
articular of your Grief. I conſider myſelf a Lady robb'd 
df my fine Things, ſtripp'd of my beſt Clothes, and, what 
s worſe, of all my pretty Trinkets, that have coſt me 


f its 
ble 
that 
reat 
ners 


pro me Years in purchaſing. Tho? this be the greateſt Mis- 
and ertune a fine Lady can ſuſtain, yet [ am ſtill more trou- 
Fel. led at the Manner of the Action, than at the Greatneſs 


ff my Loſs, that in a Houſe ſo well peopled as mine, 
n an Hour ſo early, when all the World was awake, that 
Il my good Stars ſhould then be allcep, is very pro- 


Foking. 


Re- 
had 
hat 
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55 By this, Madam, you may judge whether my Heart 
ord e not tun'd to the very ſame Notes of Sorrow with yours; 
dat nd as I have the ſame Reaſons for my Grief, ſo perhaps 


ſhall agree with your Lady ſhip as to the Thoughts which 
nay afford you moſt Conſolation, 
Religion 
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Religion teaches me, that nothing in this World is pro. Ger 
perly our own, but borrow'd ; and ſince I am oblig'd u © 


reſign even my very Life without murmuring, when he du-l 
that lent it is pleas'd to recal it, why ſhould I repine A Pla 
parting with Things of ſo much leſs Importance? But toy n 
comfort myſelf after a more worldly Manner, I conſider 81 
that my Clothes had been worn out in a Year or two this 
that my fine Things had been out of Faſhion in a Year 0 Anc 
two more; ſo that I have only loſt the Uſe of thoſe take 
Things which four or five Years wou'd have robb'd me thin 
of without breaking a Lock, or opening a Window. Be. 9! 
ſides, another Thing which gives me no ſmall Comfort MY 
is a Reflection on the Mercies of Providence in Matten Out 
of greater Moment, as in Relation to my Life, my Ho mor 
nour, &c, one Inſtance of which is pretty freſh in my Wo 
Memory. I recolle& that ſome few Months ago I was in Ban 
a foreign Country, far from my Relations to comfort me, Kin 
or Friends to afſiſt me; a Stranger to the Place, more to Mac 
the Language; like a Child among Savage Beaſts ; I had Pen 
no Companion but a Brute more ſavage than they, who 1 
betray'd me into the Hands of a Villain, that wou'd have left 
ruin'd me paſt Redemption, had not Providence ſent en 
Gentleman to my Reſcue, who 1s now at Richmond dying told 
for Love of me. This Deliverance, I think, may make or f 
ſafficient Amends for the preſent Loſs. p01 

Now, Madam, that I have gueſs'd at your Thought beer 
upon the Matter, give me Leave to prefent you with my beh 
own Sentiments upon this Affair. And in the firſt Place, * 


J think that if the Rogues had ſtripp'd you of all that you 
enjoy in the World, even the white Covering to your fait 
Nakedneſs, I-wou'd catch you in my Arms before any 
Ducheſs in Chriſtendom ſet out in Brocade and Jewels. 

I think, Secondly, that a Lady without a Huſband lies 
very much expos'd to all Abuſes from the rude World; 
that the Weakneſs of their Conſtitution is a ſufficient 
Proof, that their Maker deſign'd Man for their Guard. 
Now if a Lady will negle& the Protection which Prov! 
_ dence has deſign'd her, when there is one that begs f. 

very earneſtly, and has ſo long ſollicited for the Honovut 
of the Place; *tis but juſt, I think, that ſhe meet wii 
ſome ſmall Rubs to mind her of her Inſufficiency. I know, 
Madam, that your Ladyſhip has a very good and worth 
| Geatlems 
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Gentleman very near you, one who is both a Friend and 
a Father to you; but yet a Huſband is ſtill the beſt Ga. 
du-Corps, and there are ſome Privileges annex'd to his 
Place, which would make Rogues more cautious how they 


| invaded your Bed-Chamber. In the third Place, Madam, 


ive me Leave to aſk you one Queſtion : Don't you think 
this Thief that robb'd you to be a very barbarous Fellow ? 
And would you not be very ſevere upon him, if he were 
taken? Moſt certainly you would. Then what muſt I 
think of a Perſon that has robb'd me of a Jewel much 
more precious than any they have taken from you, I mean, 
my Eaſe and Quiet? A little Thief has ſtole my Heart 
out of my very Breaſt; the Loſs of which has coſt me 
more Sighs and Uneaſineſs than all the Wealth in the 
World could have done. I have purſu'd this charming 
Bandit from Place to Place, from 'Town to Country, from 
Kingdom to Kingdom, yet all in vain beg you now, 
Madam, to confider this, and be not too ſevere upon the 
poor Rogues, tho? they ſhould be taken. 

This 1s the firſt Service my Hand has done me fince I 
left London; and were not the Air too piercing for me to 
venture abroad after ſo much Bleeding, I would have 
told you all this perſonally ; but happen what will, three 
or four Days ſhall be the utmoſt Confinement I can lay 
upon my Deſire of waiting on you; and that you have 
been ſo long releas'd from my Company, you are more 
beholden to the Force of my IlIneſs, than the Strength of 
my Reſolution, which is always too weak to encounter 
the Paſſion of, 


M AD A M, 


Your moft fiucere and humble Servant. 


Oo eee 
Madam, 
T is a ſad Misfortune to begin a Letter with an 


Adieu; but when my Love is croſs'd, 'tis no Won- 
der that my Writing ſhould be revers'd. I would beg 
your Pardon for the other Offences of this Nature 5 

I have 
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I have committed, but that I have ſo little Reaſon to 
Judge favourably of your Mercy ; tho' I can aſſure you, 
Madam, that I ſhall never excuſe myſelf my own Share of 


the Trouble, no more than I can pardon myſelf the Va- 


nity of attempting your Charms, ſo much above the Reach 
of my Pretenſions, and which are reſerv'd for ſome more 
worthy Admirer, If there be that Man upon Earth that 
can merit your Eſteem, I pity him; for an Obligation too 
great for a Return, muſt to any generous Soul be very un- 
eaſy, tho? ſtill I envy his Miſery. 

May you be as happy, Madam, in the Enjoyment of 
your Deſires, as I am miſerable in the Diſappointment of 
mine; and as the greateſt Bleſſing of your Life, may the 
Perſon you admire love you as ſincerely and as paſſionate- 
ly, as he whom you ſcorn, 
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In a LIT TER to a Friend. 


* 


7ITH Submiſſion, Sir, my Performance in 
. the Practical Part of Poetry, is no ſufficient 
Warrant for your preſſing me in the Specula- 

tive: I have no Foundation for a Legiſlator; and the two 
or three little Plays I have written, are caſt careleſly into 
the World, without any Bulk of Preface, becauſe I was 
not ſo learned in the Laws, as to move in Defence of a 
bad Cauſe ; why then ſhould a Compliment go farther 
with me, than my own Intereſt ? Don't miſtake me, Sir, 
here is nothing that could make for my Advantage in 


| either Preface or Dedication 3 no Speculative Curioſities nor 


Critical Remarks, only ſome preſent Sentiments which 
2 7 | Hazard, 
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Hazard, not Study, brings into my Head, without any 
preliminary Method or Cegitation. 

Among the many Diſadvantages attending Poetry, 
none ſeems to bear a greater Weight, than that ſo many 


ſet up for Judges, when ſo very few underſtand a Tittle 
of the Matter, Moſt of our other Arts and Sciences | 
bear an awful Diſtance in their Proſpect, or with a bold 
and plittering Varniſh dazzle the Eyes of the weak- 
cn Vulgar : The Divine ſtands wrapt up in bis Cloud] 
o 


Myſteries, and the amuſed Lai muſt pay Tithes and 


Veneration to be kept in Obſcurity, grounding their | 


Hopes of future Knowledge on a competent Stock of 


preſent Ignorance; (in the greater Part of the Chriſtian Þ 


World this is plain.) With what Deference and Reſig- 
nation does the bubbled Client commit his Fees and Cauſe 
into the Clutches of the -Law, where Aſſurance beards 
Juſtice by Pre/cription, and the wrong Side is never known 
to make its Patron bluſh. Phy/ic and Logic are ſtrongly 
fortified by their impregnable Terms of Art, and the 
Mathemgtician lies ſo cunningly intrench'd within his Lines 
and Circles, that none but thoſe of their Party dare peep 
into their puzzling Deſigns. | 

Thus the Generality of Mankind is held at a gazing 
Diſtance, whoſe Ignorance not preſuming perhaps to an 
open Applauſe, is yet ſatisfy'd to pay a blind Veneration 
to the very Faults of what they don't underſtand. 

Poetry alone, and chiefly the Drama, lies open to the 
Inſults of all Pretenders ; ſhe was one of Nature's eldeſt 
Offsprings, whence by her Birthright, and plain S:m- 
plicity, the pleads a genuine Likeneſs to her Mother; 
born in the Innocence of Time, ſhe provided not again 
the Aſſaults of ſucceeding Ages; and, depending alto- 
gether on the generous End of her Invention, neglected 
thoſe ſecret Supports and ſerpentine Devices us'd by o- 
ther Arts, that wind themſelves into Practice for more 
ſabtle and politic Deſigns: Naked ſhe came into the 
World, and ?tis to be fear'd, like its Profeſſors, will go 
naked out. 

Tis a wonderful thing, that moſt Men ſeem to have 4 
great Veneration for Poetry, yet will hardly allow a fa- 
vourable Word to any Piece of it that they meet: like 
your Virtugſoes in Friendſhip, that are ſo raviſh'd with „ 
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otional Nicety of the Virtue, that they can find no Per- 
on worth their intimate Acquaintance. The Favour of 


eing whipt at School for Martial's Epigrams, or Ovid's 


piftles, is ſufficient Privilege for turning Pedagogue, and 
aſhing all their Succeſſors; and it would ſeem, by the 
ary of their Correction, that the Ends of the Rod were 
ill in their Buttocks. The Scholar calls upon us for 


WD:corums and Oeconůomy; the Courtier cries out for Vir, 


nd Purity of Stile; the Citizen for Humour and Ridicule; 
he Divines threaten us for Immodeſty ; and the Ladies 
ill have an Intrigue, Now here are a Multitude of 
ritics whereof the twentieth Perſon only has read Qu 
-nus, and yet every one is a Critic after his own Way; 
at is, ſuch a Play is beſt, becauſe I like it. A very fa- 
iliar Argument, methinks, to prove the Excellence of 
Play, and to which an Author wou'd be very unwilling 
d appeal for his Succeſs! Yet ſuch is the unfortunate 
tate of Dramatic Poetry, that it muſt ſubmit to ſuch 
udgments ; and by the Cenſure or Approbation of ſuch 
fariety, it muſt either ſtand or fall. But what Salvo, 
hat Redreſs for this Inconventence ? Why, without all 
diſpute, an Author muſt endeavour to pleaſure that Part 
the Audience, who can lay the beſt Claim to a judi- 
ous and impartial Reflexion. But before he begins, 
t him well conſider to what Diviſion that Claim does 
oſt properly belong. The Scholar will be very angry 
me for making that the Subject of a Queſtion, which 
ſelf-evident without any Diſpute ; for, ſays he, who 
n pretend to underſtand Poetry better than we, who 
wve read Homer, Virgil, Horace, Ovid, &c. at the Uni- 
rfity ? What Knowledge can out-ſtrip ours that is found- 
upon the Criticiſms of Ariflotle, Scaliger, Voſſius, and 
elite? We are the better Sort, and therefore may claim 
is as a due Compliment to our Learning! and if a 
det can pleaſe us, who are the nice and ſevere Cri- 
1 cannot fail to bring in the reſt of an inferior 
ank. 
I ſhould be very proud to own my Veneration for Learn- 
g, and to acknowledge any Compliment due to the 
tter Sort upon that Foundation; but I am afraid the 
arning of the better Sort is not confin'd to College 
udies; for there is ſuch a Thing as Reaſon without Syl- 
logiſm, 
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. logiſm, Knowledge without Ariſtolle, and Languages be. at 
fides Greek and Latin: We ſhall likewiſe find in the Couric 
and City ſeveral Degrees, ſuperior to thoſe at Commence. is. 
ment. From all which I muſt beg the Scholar's Pardon, Mfates 
for not paying him the Compliment of the better Sort. bie 
(as he calls it;) and in the next Place enquire into the gor. 
Validity of his Title from his Knowledge of Critici/n.oul 
and the Courſe of his Studies. | Wc 

I muſt frit beg one Favour of the Graduate —— Si ed 
here is a Pit full of Covent-Garden Gentlemen, a Gallen Mntree 
full of Cits, a hundred Ladies of Court-Education, ani}. 
about two hundred Footmen of nice Morality, who har "—__ 
ing been unmercifully teaz'd with a Parcel of foolihÞ poly. 
impertinent, irregular Plays all this laſt Winter, make ifMic ! 
their humble Requeſt, that you wou'd oblige them wii had: 
a Comedy of your own making, which they don't que aun. 
tion will give them Entertainment. O, Sir, replies in! 
Square-Cap, I have long commiſerated the Condition ay ot 
the Engliſb Audience, that has been forc'd to take up wiñſhor it 
ſuch wretched: Stuff, as lately has crowded the Stage olle 
your Fubilees and your Foppingtons, and ſuch irreguh i T1; 
Impertinence, that no Man of Senſe cou'd bear the P:WM;.,c 
ruſal of em. I have long intended, out of pure Pit lay | 
to the Stage, to write a perfect Piece of this Nature very 
and now, fince I am honour'd by the Commands Me 7 
ſo many, my Intentions ſhall immediately be put Me the 
Practice. 3 

So to work he goes; old Ariftorle, Scaliger, with the t ha 
Commentators, are lugg'd down from the high Sbe hrt, t 
and the Moths are diſlodg'd from the Tenement of Year; the 

Horace, Voffius, Hein/ius, Hedelin, Rapin, with ſome halt able « 
dozen more, are thumb'd and toſs'd about, to teach tl pithe 
Gentlemen, forſooth, to write a Comedy; and here Mie po 

he furniſh'd with Unity of Action, Continuity of Aut a 5 
Extent of Time, Preparation of Incidents, Epiſodes, M Preadt. 
ration, Deliberations, Didactics, Pathetics, Monologues, Ha the 
gures, Intervals, Cataſirophes, Choruſes, Scenes, Machinii But 
Decorations,” &c. a Stock ſufficient to ſet up any Mounient N 
bank in Chriftendom : And if our new Author would tat. art 
an Opportunity of reading a Lecture upon the Play! oetry 
theſe Terms, by the Help of a Zany and a Joint-ſtool, g 
Scenes might go off as well as the Doctor's Packet 
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es beat the Misfortune of it is, he ſcorns all Application to 
CourWhe Vulgar, and will pleaſe the better Sort, as he calls 
1ence-Mis own Purſuant therefore to his Philoſophical Dic- 
ur don ates, he firſt chuſes a fingle Plot, becauſe moſt agree- 
| Sort. Wble to the Regularity of Criticiſm ; no matter whether it 
to the fords Buſineſs enough for Diverſion or Surprize. He 
ticiſn v ould not for the World introduce a Song or Dance, be- 
Fauſe his Play muſt be one intire Action, We mutt ex- 
— Sire no variety of incidents, becauſe the Exactneſs of his 
3 allerWhree Hours won't give him Time for their Preparation. 
1, andWM'he Unity of Place admits no Variety of Painting and 
o hay roſpect, by which Miſchance perhaps we ſhall loſe the 


ool1IWnly good Scenes in the Play. But no matter for that; 
nake his Play is a regular Play; this Play has been examin'd 
mn Wind approv'd by ſuch and ſuch Gentlemen, who are 
t queſtaunch Critics, and Maſters of Art; and this Play I 
les ti ill have ated. Look'e, Mr. Rich, you may venture to 
tion d 


ay out a hundred and fifty Pounds for drefling this Play, 
i or it was written by a great Scholar, and Fellow of a 
Stage ollege. ; : ; 

regulull Then a grave dogmatical Prologue is ſpoken, to in- 
he PW ruct the Audience what ſhould pleaſe them; that this 
re Pay has a new and different Cut from the Farce they ſee 
(ature; very Day; that this Author writes after the Manner of 
ands he Ancients, and here is a Piece according to the Model 
put f the Athenian Drama, Very well! This goes off Hum, 
Drum, ſo, ſo. Then the Players go to work on a Piece 


up Witt 


th the t hard knotty Stuff, where they can no more ſhew their 
1 Sbehert, than a Carpenter can upon a Piece of Steel. Here 
Abe the Lamp and the Scholar in every Line, but not a Syl- 
e na 


able of the Poet; here is elaborate Language, ſounding 
each ih pithets, Flights of Words that ſtrike the Clouds, whilſt 
here ne poor Senſe lags after, like the Lanthorn in the Tail 
Adht a Kite, which appears only like a Star, while the 
er, readth of the Player's Lungs has Strength to bear it up 
ues, a the Air. 

ache But the Audience, willing perhaps to diſcover his an- 
Vioun'ient Model, and the Atherian Drama, are attentive to 


uld ta be firſt Act or two; but not finding a true Genius of 
ihe Poetry, nor the natural Air of free Converſation, with- 
b out any regard to his Regularity, they betake themſelves 


oother Work + Not Aa |. Diverſion they expected 
on 


Vor. I, 
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on the Stage, they ſhift for themſelves in the Pit; eve xpr 
one turns about to his Neighbour in a Maſk, and for ate, 
fault of Entertainment now, they ſtrike up for more dpf T 
verting Scenes when the Play is done: And tho? the PlaWhare 
be regular as Ariſtotle, and modeſt as Mr. Collier cou nore 
wiſh, yet it promotes more Lewdneſs in the Conſequero ever 


and procures more effectually for Intrigue, than arWonk! 
Rower, Libertine, or Old Bachelor whatſoever. At 1: Cit 
comes the Epilogue, which pleaſes the Audience very welnd « 
becauſe it ſends them away, and terminates the Fate f Sz 
the Poet; the Patentees rail at him, the Players curfWlicat 
him, the Town damns him, and he may bury his City 


1 for not a Bookſeller about it will put it 
rint. ä 

This familiar Account, Sir, I would not have 5. 
charge to my Invention, for there are Precedents ſuffi 
ent in the World to warrant it in every Particular. T 
Town has been often diſappointed in thoſe Critical Play 
and ſome Gentlemen, that have been admir'd in their {pt 
culative Remarks, have been ridicul'd in the Prad. 
All the Authorities, all the Rules of Antiquity ha 


prov'd too weak to ſupport the Theatre, whilſt othe nſall 
who have diſpens'd with the Critics, and taken a LaygWrejuc 
tude in the Oeconomy of their Plays, have been the ch Th 


oodu 
riſto1 
Vhy, 
ecau 


Supporters of the Stage, and the Ornament of the Dra 
This is fo viſibly true, that I need bring in no Inſtanc 
to enforce it; but you ſay, Sir, 'tis a Paradox that hi 
often puzzled your Underſtanding, and you lay yo 


Commands upon me to ſolve it, if I can, as |t 

Look'e, Sir, to add a Value to my Complaiſanc to yo! the 
J muſt tell you in the firſt Place, that I run as greatWvith , 
Hazard in nibbling at this Paradox of Poetry, as Luleir 
did by touching Tranſubſtantiation; tis a Myſtery that Pate 8 
World has ſweetly ſlept in ſo long, that they take it ve de ſar 


ill to be waken'd ; eſpecially being diſturb'd of the 
Reſt, when there is no Buſineſs to be done. But I thi 
that Bellarmine was once as Orthodox as Ariſtotle; it 
ſince the German Doctor has made a ſhift to hew dot 
— Cardinal, 1 will have a tug with % dixit, tho' I 6 

or't. 
But in the firſt Place I muſt beg you, Sir, to lay als 
your ſuperſtitious Veneration for Antiquity, and the uſu 
| Expreſſi 
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xpreflions on that Score; that the preſent Age is illite- 


for ate, or their Taſte is vitiated ; that we live in the Decay 
ore pf Time, and the Dotage of the World is fall'n to our 
ne PlWhare— ——* Tis a Miſtake, Sir; the World was never 
- counore active or youthful, and true downright Senſe was 


ever more univerſal than at this very Day; *tis neither 
onfin'd to one Nation in the World, nor to one Party of 
City; 'tis remarkable in England, as well as France, 


ry wellW:nd good genuine Reaſon is nouriſh'd as well by the Cold 
Fate Mf Sæucdeland, as by the Wermth of Tay; *tis neither ab- 
s cuifWicated the Court with the late Reigns, nor expell'd the 
s CooCity with the Play-houſe Bills; you may find it in the 


rand Fury at Hicks's Hall, and upon the Bench ſometimes 
zmong the Juſtices ; then why ſhould we be hamper'd ſo 
n our Opinions, as if all the Ruins of Antiquity lay ſo 
eartily on the Bones of us, that we cou'd not ſtir Hand 


I and Foot: No, no, Sir, ih dixit is remov'd long ago, 
1 PlayWWnd all the Rubbiſh of old Philoſophy, that in a Man- 
1eir fer bury'd the Judgment of Mankind for many Cen- 
PradiWurics, is now carry'd off; the vaſt Tomes of Ariftotle 
ty bad his Commentators are all taken to pieces, and their 
otherfWnfallibility is loſt with all Perſons of a free and un- 


prejudic'd Reaſon. 


he chi Then above all Men living, why ſhould the Poets be 
Drau οd,,wink'd at this rate, and by what Authority ſhould 
n ſtanc T tetle's Rules of Poetry ſtand ſo fix'd and immutable ? 
that | 


Vhy, by the Authority of two thouſand Years ſtanding, 
ecauſe thro* this long Revolution of Time the World 
as ſtill continu'd the ſame By the Authority 


e to youll! their being receiv'd at Athens, a City the very fame 
; great With London in every Particular, their Habits the ſame, 
s Luiqg"cir Humours alike, their public Tranſactions and pri- 
that tih{Wate Societies Alamode de France; in ſhort, ſo very much 
e it veſie ſame in every Circumſtance, that Ari/forle's Criticiſms 
of the 


ay give Rules to Drury-Lane, the Areepagus give Judg- 


t Icthußz vent upon a Caſe in the King's Bench, and old Solon ſhall 
tle; ve Laws to the Houſe of Commons. 
>w do But to examine this Matter a little further: All Arts 


nd Profeſſions are compounded of theſe two Parts, a ſpe- 
ulative Knowledge, and a practical Uſe; and from an 
xcellence in both theſe, any Perſon is rais'd to Emi- 
the uſuaence and Authority in — Calling. The Lawyer has 


2 Years 
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his Years of Student in the Speculative Part of his Bud, 
neſs; and, when promoted to the Bar, he falls upot 
the Practic, which is the Trial of his Ability, With 
out all Diſpute the great Cole had many a Tug at th: 
Bar, before he could raiſe himſelf to the Bench; and hal 
made ſufficiently evident his Knowledge of the Laws ni 
his Pleadings, before he was admitted to the Authorinh 
of giving Judgment upon the Caſe. - | 

The Phyſician, to gain Credit to his Preſcription;Þ 
muſt labour for a Reputation in the Cure of ſuch and ſuc! 
Diſtempers; and before he ſets up for a Galen or Hil 
pocrates, muſt make many Experiments upon his Patient 
Philoſophy itſelf, which is a Science the moſt abſtract fronf 
Practice, has its public Acts and Diſputations; it i 


rais'd gradually, and its Profeſſor commences Doctor Mei, 
Degrees; he has the Labour of maintaining Theſes, mee k 


thodizing his Arguments, and clearing ObjeAions ; his Ms 
mory and Underſtanding is often puzzled by Oppoſition 
couch'd in Fallacies and Sophiſms, in ſolving all whic 
he muſt make himſelf remarkable, before he pretend 


to impoſe his own Syſtems upon the World. Now! = 
the Caſe be thus in Philo/ephy, or in any Branch ther * 
of, as in Ethics, Phyfics, which are call'd Science, [t 
what muſt be done in Poetry, that is denominated uit > 2 
Art, and conſequently, implies a Practice in its Pertec 7 
tion ? | 1 
Is it reaſonable, that any Perſon that has never writ wrt 
Diſtich of Verſes in his Lite, ſhould ſet up for a Di4«.. : 
in Poetry; and without the leaſt Practice in his own Per 3 
formance, muſt give Laws and Rules to that of others! . 
Upon what — * is Poetry made ſo very cheap an Yeph 
ſo eaſy a Taſk by theſe Gentlemen? An excellent Poet! 19 
the ſingle Production of an Age, when we have Crowd . ... 
of Philoſophers, Phyſicians, Lawyers, Divines, ever But 
Day, and all of them competently famous in their Ca 
 Ings. In the two learned Commonwealths of Rome ail by tha 
Athens, there was but one Virgil and one Homer, yet hai dubjec 
we above a hundred Philo/ophers in each, and moſt pai. in 
of 'em, forſooth, muſt have a touch at Poetry, drawind 1“ 
it into Diviſions, Subdiviſions &c. when the Wit of em make 
' ſet together would not amount to one of Martial EpigranW.n.., 


Of all theſe I ſhall mention only Ariſtotle, the firſt ant 


great Lawgiver in this reſpect, and upon whom = tha 
oily 
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How eaſy were it for me to take one of Doctor et 
Sermons, and out of the Ozcconomy of one of thoſe Diſ.Þ 
courſes, trump you up a Pamphlet, and call it, The 4r: 
Preaching ? In the firſt Place | muſt take a Text, and her 
J muſt be very learn'd upon the Etymology of this Wor 
Text; then this Text muſt be divided into ſuch and ſuch 
Partitions, which Partitions muſt have their hard Names 
and Derivations; then theſe muſt be ſpun into Subdivii 
eons, and theſe back'd by Proofs of Scripture, Ratiocinati 
Oratoris, Ornamenta Figurarum, Rhetoricarum, and Aut 
zas Patrum Eccleſiz, with ſome Rules and Directions hon, 
theſe onght to be manag'd and apply'd: And cloſing uy 
this difficult Pedantry with the Dimenſion of Time for ſucifif 
an Occaſton, you will pay me the Compliment of an ex 
cellent Preacher, and affirm that any Sermon whatſoever 
either by a Preſoyter at Geneva, or Je/uit in Spain, tha 
deviates from theſe Rules, deſerves to be hiſs'd, and thei 
Prieſt kick'd out of his Pulpit, I muſt doubt your Com. 
plaiſance in this Point, Sir; for you know the Forms off 
Eloquence are divers, and ought to be ſuited to the dif 
ferent Humour and Capacities of an Audience. You art 
ſenſible, Sir, that the fiery choleric Humour of on! 
Nation mult be entertain'd and mov'd by other Means, 
than the heavy flegmatic Complexion of another; and! 
have obſerv'd in my little Travels, that a Sermon of thre: 
Quarters of an Hour, that might pleaſe the Congregatio! 
at St. James s, would never ſatisfy the Meeting-houſe in the 
City, where People expect more for their Money; ani 
having more Temptations of Roguery, mult have a large 
Portion of Inſtruction. 

Re pleas'd to hear another Inſtance of a different Kind, 
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tho? to the ſame Purpoſe: I go down to Woolwich, ani Lo. 
there upon a Piece of Paper I take the Dimenſion of tit Arifto 
Royal Sovereign, and from hence I frame a Model of a Ma Homer 
of Mar: I divide the Ship into three principal Parts, the have 
Keel, the Hull, and the Rigging ; I ſubdivide theſe ia Scale 
their proper Denominations, and, by the help of a Sailor, 4 
give you all the Terms belonging to every Rope, aud old 
every Office in the whole Ship ; will you from hence infer, _ 
that I am an excellent Shipwright, and that this Model! tl 
proper for a Trading Funk upon the Volga, or a Yenetia — 


Galley in the Agriatick Sea ? 


But 
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But you'll object, perhaps, that this is no parallel Caſe, 


ecauſe that Ariftorle's Ars Poetica was never drawn from 
ich Gight Obiervations, but was the pure Effect of his 
nmenſe Reaſon through a nice Inſpection into the very 
 WordfWotrom and Foundation of Nature. | 


lot fon 5 
ſe Di 
e Art i 
1d her: 5 


d ſuch To this I anſwer, That Verity is eternal, as that the 
Name@'ruth of two and two making four was as certain in the 
diwi. Pays of Adam as it is now; and that, according to his 
ocinauiſ n Poſition, Nature is the ſame apud omnes Gentes. Now 
ar hon, f his Rules of Poetry were drawn from certain and im- 
s boy Inutable Principles, and fix'd on the Baſis of Nature, why 
ng up ould not his Ars Poetica be as efficacious now as it was 
Ir ſuch wo thouſand Years ago? And why ſhould not a fingle 
an e Plot, with perfect Unity of Time and Place, do as well 
ſoe vert Lincoln's-Inn-Fields, as at the Play-houſe in Athens ? No, 
„ tha do, Sir, I am to believe that the Philoſopher took -no 
nd the uch Pains in Poetry as you imagine; the Greek was his 
Com- Mother Tongue, and Homer was read with as much Ve- 
rms ei eration among the School-Boys, as we learn our Cate- 
16 die Then where was the great Buſineſs for a Perſon, fo 
ou ann pert in Mood and Figure as 4ri#ot/e was, to range into 
f on:BWome Order a Parcel of Terms of Art, drawn from his 
Jeans Obſervations upon the //zads, and to call theſe the Model 
and ef an Epic Poem ? Here, Sir, you may imagine that I am 

2ught, and have all this while been ſpinning a Thread 


f three 
gation to ſtrangle myſelf; One of my main Objections againſt 


in e UAriſtotle : Critici/ms, is drawn from his Non- performance 
- ana Poetry; and now I affirm, that his Rules are extracted 
large rom the greateſt Poet that ever liv'd which gives the ut- 


n ot Validity to the Precept, and that is all we contend 
or, | 

Look'e, Sir, I lay it down only for a Suppoſition, that 
Ariſtotle's Rules for an Epic Peem were extracted from 


Kind, 
„ and 


of the 


a Malomer's Iliads, and if a Suppoſition has weigh'd me down, 
s, the have two or three more of an equal Balance to turn the 
> into Scale. | 


The great Eſteem of Alexander the Great for the Works 
of old Homer, is ſufficiently teitify'd by Antiquity, inſo- 
much that he always flept with the Liadt under his Pillow: 
Of this the $/agyric to be ſure was not ignorant; and what 
more proper Way of making his Court could a Man of 
Letters deviſe, than by ſaying ſomething in Commenda- 

D 4 tion 


34110! 
, and 
infer, 
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netial 


But 


] 
1 


in Dramatic, than in Epic Poetry : Euripides, whom be 
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tioh of the King's Favourite? A Copy of Commendator; 
Verſes was too mean, and perhaps out of the Element; 
then ſomething he would do in his own Way, a Book mul 


be made of the Art of Poetry, wherein Hemer is prov'd: 


Poet by Mood and Figure, and his Perfection tranſmittel 


to Poſterity : And if Prince Arthur had been in the Place 


of the Jliadt, we ſhould have had other Rules for 7 


Poetry, and Doctor B——7e had carry'd the Bays fronff 
Hemer, in Spight of all the Critics in Chri/tendom. But 


whether Ariſtotle writ thoſe Rules to compliment his Pup)i, 


whether he would made a Stoop at Poetry, to ſhew that 


there was no Knowledge beyond the Flight of his Genius, 
there is no Reaſon to allow that Hamer compil'd his He. 


roic. Poem by thoſe very Rules which Arifotle has laid 


down: For, granting that Arifotle might pick ſuch ant 
ſuch Obſervations from this Piece, they might be men 


Accidents reſulting caſually from the Compoſition d 
the Work, and not any of the effential Principles of the 


Poem. How uſual is it for Critics to find out Faults, 
and create Beauties, which the Authors never intend for 
ſuch ; and how frequently do we find Authors run down 
in thoſe very Parts, which they deſign for the greatel 
Ornament? How natural is it for aſpiring, ambitious 
School-men to attempt Matters of the higheſt Reach; th: 
wonderful Creation of the World (which nothing but the 


Almighty Power that ordered it can deſcribe) is brought 


into Mood and Figure by the Arrogance of Phile/oply. 
But till I can believe that the Vertigos of Carte/us, or thi 
Atoms of Epicurus can determine the Almighty Fiat, they 
muſt give me Leave to queſtion the Infallibility of their 
Rules in reſpe& of Poetry. | 

Had Homer himſelf by the ſame Inſpiration that he wn 
his Poem, left us any Rules for ſuch a Performance, all 
the World muſt have own'd it for authentic. But he 
was too much a Poet to-give Rules to that, whoſe Excel: 
lence he knew conſiſted in a free and unlimited Flight o 
Imagination; and to deſcribe the Spirit of Poetry, which 
alone, in the True Art of Poetry, he knew to be as im. 


poſſible, as for Human Reaſon to teach the Gift of Pro. 


phecy by a Definition. 
Neither is 4ri/to/le to be allow'd any further Knowledge? 


ſeems 


eoms 
ais P 
ittle 
Auth. 


D rodi 
name 
this ( 


ple, 
Beau! 


Sever 
in the 


follo\ 
ſeque 
Poetr 
draw 
may 


poſiti 
Princ 


dator: 
ment; 
Kk mul 
rov'd 


down 
reatelt 
)1tiOu! 
h ; the 
ut the 
"ought 
ofophy 
or the 
, they 
f theit 


e writ 
de, all 
zut he 
Excel. 
zht of 
which 
is im- 


Pro- 


ledge 
m I 
ſeems 


A Diſcourſe upon Comedy. 91 


eems to compliment by Rules adapted to the Modes of 
ais Plays, was either his Contemporary, or liv'd but a 
ittle before him ; he was not inſenſible how much this 
\uthor was the Darling of the City, as appear'd by the 


prodigious Expence diſburs'd by the Public for the Or- 
nament of his Plays; and 'tis probable, he might take 
this Opportunity of improving his Intereſt with the Peo- 
le, indulging their Inclination by refining upon the 


Beauty of what they admir'd. And befides all this, the 


Severity of Dramatic Rage was fo freſh in his Memery, 
in the hard Uſage that his Brother Sophoc/es not long before 
„met with upon the Stage, that it was convenient to hu- 
mour the reigning Wit, leſt a ſecond 4ri/fophanes ſhould 
take him to taſk with as little Mercy, as poor Socrates 


ound at the Hands of the firſt. 

I have talk'd ſo long to lay a Foundation for theſe 
following Concluſions : A4rifetle was no Poet, and con- 
ſequently not capable of giving Inſtructions in the Art of 


Poetry: his Ars Poetica are only ſome Obſervations 


drawn from the Works of Homer and Euripides, which 
may be mere Accidents reſulting caſually from the Com- 


politions of the Works, and not any of the eſſential 


Principles on which they are compil'd. That without 
giving himſelf the Trouble of ſearching into the Nature 
of Poetry, he has only complimented the Heroes of Wit 
and Valour of his Age, by joining with them in their 
Approbation; with this Difference, that their Applauſe 
was plain, and his more Scholaſtic. 

But to leave theſe only as Suppoſitions to be reliſh'd 
by every Man at his Pleaſure, I ſhall without compli- 
menting any Author, either ancient or modern, inquire 
into the firſt Invention of Comedy; what were the true 
Deſigns and honeſt Intentions of that Art; and from. a 
Knowledge of the End, ſeek out the Means, without 
one Quotation of Arifiat/e, or Authority of Euripides, 

In all Productions, either Divine or Human, the final 
Cauſe is the firſt Mover, becauſe the End or Intention 


of any rational Action muſt firſt be conſider'd, before 
the material or efficient Cauſcs are put in Execution, 
Now to determine the final Cauſe of Comedy, we muſt 
run back beyond the material and formal Agents, and . 


lake it in it's very Infancy, or rather in the very firſt 
D 5. Act 
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Act of its Generation, when its primary Parent, / Brar 
propoſing ſuch or ſuch an End of his Labour, laid dow that 

| the firft Sketches or Shadows of the Piece. Now as all&"<v< 
Arts and Sciences have their firſt Riſe from a fin Cee 
Cauſe, ſo tis certain that they have grown from very Bu 
| ſmall Beginnings, and that the Current of Time ba Forn 
ſwell'd them to ſuch a Bulk, that no Body can find the Inten 
Fountain, by any Proportion between the Head and the muſt 
Body ; this with the Corruption of Time, which has de. the | 
bauch'd things from their primitive Innocence to ſelf" m 
Deſigns and Purpoſes, render it difficult to find the that 
Origin of any Offspring ſo very unlike its Parent, e 
This is not only the Caſe of Comedy, as it ſtands that 
preſent, but the Condition alſo of the ancient Theatres; Fury 
when great Men made Shews of this Nature a riſing Step PIOU 


to their Ambition, mixing many lewd and laſcivious Re. and | 
preſentations to gain the Favour of the Populace, to the 
whoſe Taſte and Entertainment the Plays were chief but 
adapted. We muſt therefore go higher than either frm 
Ariftophanes or Menander, to diſcover Comedy in its pri: whic 
mitive Inſtitution, if we wou'd draw any moral Deſign *<nE 
of its Invention to warrant and authorize its Cor- viſe 
tinuance, Prove 
I have already mention'd the Difficulty of difcoveringIMt* efor 
the Invention of any Art, in the different Figure and 
makes by Succeſſion of Improvements; but there i Cockl 
ſomething in the Nature of Comedy, even in its preſent ſome 
Circumſtances, that bears fo great a Reſemblance to tht the | 
Philoſophical Mzizholopy of the Ancients, that old 22 uff“ 
muſt wear the Bays as the firſt and original Author; ard ſame 
whatever Alterations or Improvements farther Appli- Jen 
cation may have ſubjoin'd, his Fables gave the firſt Rik Prece 
and Occaſion. order 
Comedy is no more at preſent than a avell-fram'd Tat Allg 
handſomely told, as an agrecable Vehicle for Counſel or R. ©, 
proof. This is all we can ſay for the Credit of its Infti 2570. 
tution, and is the Streſs of its Charter for Liberty an nothi 
Toleration. Then where ſhou'd we ſeek for a Found: de th 
tion, but in #/ep's ſymbolical Way of moralizing upo! Tale: 
Tales and Fables, with this Difference, That his Storie! they 
were fhorter than ours? He had his Tyrant Lyon, bi — 
or 


Stateſman Fex, his Beau Maggy, his Coward Hare, his 
- . Bran 
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Bravo Aſs, and his Buffoon Ape, with all the Characters 
that crowd our Stages every Day; with this Diſtinction 


Greet, and our Heroes ſometimes can't talk Engliſh. 


But whatever Difference Time has produc'd in the 


Form, we muſt in our own Defence ſtick to the Eud and 
[tention of his Fables, Utile Dulci was his Motto, and 


muft be our Buſineſs ; we have no other Defence againſt 


it * prove a good Means to mollify che Rigour of 
that Perſecution, to inform the Inquifitors, that the 
great Z/op was the firſt Inventor of theſe poor Comedies 
that they are proſecuting with ſo much Eagerneſs and 
Fury; that the firſt Laurcat was as juſt, as prudent, as 
pious, as reforming, and as ugly as any of themſelves ; 
and that the Beaſts which are lugg'd upon the Stage by 
the Horn are not caught in the City, as they ſuppoſe, 
but brought out of .Z/op's own Foreſt. We ſhou'd in- 
firm them, beſides, that theſe very Tales and Fables 
which they apprehend as Obſtacles to Reformation, 
were the main Inſtruments and Machines us'd by the 
wiſe Aſap for its Propagation ; and as he wou'd im- 
prove Men by the Policy of Beaſts, ſo we endeavour to 
reform Brutes with the Examples of Men. Fondleauiſt 
and his young Spoule are no more than the Zagle and 
Cockle; he wanted Teeth to break the Shell himielf, fo 
ſome body elſe run away with the Meat. — The Fox in 
the Play, is the ſame with the Fox in the Fable, who 
ſtuff'd his. Guts ſo full, that he cou'd not get out at the 
ſame Hole he came in; ſo both Reynards being Delin- 
quents alike, come to be truſs'd up together. Here are 
Precepts, Admonitions, and Salutary Inuendoes for the 
ordering our Lives and Converſations, couch'd in theſe 
Hllegories and Allufions, The wiſdom of the Ancients 
was wrapt up in Veils and Figures; the Egyptian Hiero- 
2:yphics, and the Hiſtory of the Heathen Gods are 
nothing elſe ; but if theſe Pagan Authorities give Offence 
to their ſcrupulous Conſciences, let them but conſult the 
Tales and Parables of our Savicur in Holy Writ, and 
they may find this Way of Inſtruction to be much more 
Chriſtian than they imagine: Nathax's Fable of the 
poor Man's Lamb had more Influence on the 9 
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of David, than any Force of downright Admonition,.Waken 
So that by ancient Practice and modern Example, by the Stum 
Authority of Pagans, Jews and Chriſtians, the World i Gaiet 
furniſh'd with this ſo ſure, ſo pleaſant, and expedient or a 
Art of ſchooling Mankind into better Manners. NowWand ! 
here is the primary Deſign of Comedy illuſtrated from in state, 
firſt Inſtitution; and the ſame End is equally alledg conte 
for its daily Practice and Continuance. Then withou what 
all Diſpute, whatever Means are moſt proper and eu the 1 
222 for compaſſing this End and Intention, they mul uſe of 

the ju/? Rules of Comedy, and the true Art of the Stage. Imour 

We muſt confider then, in the firſt Place, that ou Body 


Buſineſs lies not with a French or a Spaniſh Audience;Wnatur 
that our Deſign is not to hold forth to ancient Greece, not to rip 
to moralize upon the Vices and Defaults of the Rena choly 
Common-wealth: No, no; an Eagliſb Play is intended fx hi 
for the Uſe and Inſtruction of an Engliþ- Audience, and t 
People not only ſeparated from the Reſt of the World byMMfrudt 
Situation, but different alſo from other Nations, as wel splen 
in the Complexion and Temperament of the Natur che 6 
Body, as in the Conſtitution of our Body Politic : M ruct 
we are a Mixture of many Nations, ſo we have the mot can d 
unaccountable Medley of Humours among us of anybeſt ( 
People upon Earth; theſe Humours produce Variety Whey | 
Follies, ſome of 'em unknown to former Ages; thel: Bu 
new Drſtempers muſt have new Remedies, which ao ma 
nothing but new Counſels and Inſtructions. over 
Now, Sir, if our Lie, which is the End, be different mour 
from the Ancients, pray let our Dulce, which is the don't 
Means, be ſo too; for you know that to different "Towns Wbut i 
there are different Ways; or if vou wou'd have it more into 
Scholaſtically, ad diwver/os fines non idem conducit mediun ; What 
or Mathematicafy, One and the ſame Line cannot ter Point 
minate in two Centers. But waving this Manner ofthe A 
concluding by Induction, I ſhall gain my Point a nearer ef ou 
Way, and draw it immediately from the firſt Principle Parl. 
ſet down: That ave have the moſt unaccountable Medley if co . 
Humours among us of any Nation upon Earth; and this 1 conſu 
demonſtrable from common Experience: We ſhall find a by M 
Wildair in one Corner, and a Mareſe in another; nay, orte. 
the Space of an Hour or two ſhall create ſuch Viciſſitudes ]{Wroſte: 
of Temper in the ſame Perſon, that he can hardly be fairly 


taken 
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ition, Weaken for the ſame Man, We ſhall have a Fellow beſtir his 
y the gstumps from Chocolate to Caſſee-Honſe with all the Joy and 
rid iGaiety imaginable, *though he wants a Shilling to pay 
nt au or a Hack; whilſt another, drawn about in a Coach 
Nos end Six, is eaten up with the Spleen, and ſhall loll in 
m it state, with as much Melancholy, Vexation, and Diſ- 
edg' content, as if he were making the Tour of Tyburn. Then 
ithouf what Sort of a Dulce (which I take for the Pleaſantry of 
d ex. the Tale, or the Plot of the Play) muſt a Man make 
mul uſe of to engage the Attention of ſo many different Hu- 
age. mours and Iuclinations? Will a fingle Plot ſatisfy every 
t ou Body? Will the Turns and Surprizes, that may reſult 
ence; naturally from the ancient Limits of Time, be ſufficient 
e, not to rip open the Spleen of ſome, and phyſic the Melan- 
Remaricholy of others, ſcrew up the Attention of a Rover, and 
ended fx him to the Stage, in Spite of his volatile Temper, 
ice, Hand the Temptation of a Maſk ? To make the Moral in- 
Id by tructive, you muſt make the Story diverting : The 


s well splenetie Wit, the Beau Courtier, the heavy Citizen, 
aturui the fine Lady, and her fine Footman, come all to be in- 
: A tructed, and therefore muſt all be diverted ; and he that 
2 moi can do this beſt, and with moſt Applauſe, writes the 


f any 
ety ch 
thele 
h are 


beſt Comedy, let him do it by what Rules he pleaſes, fo 
they be not offenſive to Religion and good Magners, 

| But hic laber, hoc opus; how muſt this Secret of pleaſing 
o many different Taſtes be diſcover'd ? Not by tumbling 
over Volumes of the Ancients, but by ſtudying the Hu- 
mours of the Moderns: The Rules of Engl Comedy 
don't lie in the Compaſs of Ariftstie, or his Followers, 


Ferent 
is the 


F owns but in the Pit, Box, and Galleries. And to examine 

more into the Humour of an Engliſb Audience, let us ſee by 
dium; What Means our own Exgliſb Poets have ſucceeded in this 
t te- Point. To determine a Suit at Law, we don't look into 


ner of 
nearer 


the Archives of Greece or Rome, but inſpect the Reports 
df our own Lawyers, and the Acts and Statutes of our 


ciple Parliaments; and by the ſame Rule we have nothing to 
dley o with the Models of Menander or Plautus,, but muſt 
his {conſult Shake/pear, Johnſon, Fletcher, and others, who, 
find a by Methods much different from the Aacients, have ſup- 


; nay, {Wported the Eg, Stage, and made themſelves famous to 
tudes {WP ofterity. We ſhall find that theſe Gentlemen have 
ly be Wfarly diſpenſed with the greateſt Part of Critical For- 
taken malities 3 


A Diſcourſe upon Comedy. 97 


muell] go a Play - houſe: Here is a Poet ſprung. from the Tail 
them pf an Actreſs, like Minerva from Jupiters Head. But 
he EV ny Spark proceeds. my own Intrigues are ſuſſicient 
nce eo found the Plot, and the Devil's in't, if I can't make 
laritinfWny Character talk as wittily as thoſe in the Trip to the 
ercher Vubilte But ſtay what ſhall I call it firſt? Let me 
of theWee——The Rival Theatres——-Very good, by gad, be- 
e ſame tauſe I reckon the Two Houſes will have a Conteſt 
it evet : zbout this very Play Thus having found a Name 
For his Play, in the next Place he makes a Play to his 
bſervi Name, and thus he begins: 


Engl 

ere uA C T I. Scene Covent-Garden. Enter Portico, Pi- 
hor, a azza, and Turnſtile. 

J hare 


you 2 Here you muſt note, that Portico being a Compound of 
Practical Rake and ſpeculative Gentleman, is Ten to 
ad the One the Author's own Character, and the leading Card 
Fiddle. n the Pack Piazza is his Miſtreſs, who lives in the 
f Dil. 


quare, and is Daughter to old Pillariſo, an odd out 


,ony r'the-way Gentleman, ſomething between the Character 
in the hof Alexander the Great and Solon, which muſt pleaſe, be- 
g, ani rauſe 'tis new. 

> Play: Turnflile is Maid and Confident to Piazza, who, for a 


11 hae nribe of Ten Pieces, lets Portico in at the Back- door; 


of Cs the Firſt Act concludes, 

Cups In the Second, enter Spigeteſe, who was Butler per- 
des the haps to the Czar of Mu/covy, and Faſſetana his Wife. 
r Mo After theſe Characters are run dry, he brings you in at 


vellou e Third Act Vinexoell and Charmarillis for a Scene of 
t can Love to pleaſe the Ladies, and ſo he goes on without 
oggih ear or Wit 'till he comes to a Marriage or two, and 
leaſe then he writes inis. 

p, Sir! 'Tis then whiſper'd among his Friends at Vill's and 
"Three F:ppclitc's, that Mr. Such-a-cne has writ a very pretty 
BetonWWFComedy ; and ſome of 'em, to encourage the young 


n wri' Author, equip him preſently with Prologue and Epilogue. 
of Nuß Then the Play is ſent to Mr. Rich or Mr. Betterton, in a 
of the fair legible Hand, with the Recommendation of ſome 
—— 


Gentleman, that paſſes for a Man of Parts and a Cri- 
laidet- tic. In ſhort, the Gentleman's Intereſt has the Play 
ig E ated, and the Gentleman's Intereſt makes a Preſent to 

1 
pretty 
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22 Mifs « ſhe's made his Whore, and the Stag 
is Cully, that for the Loſs of a Month in Rehearſing,ſ 
and a Hundred Pounds in drefling a confounded: Play, 
muſt give the Liberty of the Houſe to him and huſM- 
Friends for ever after. 4 

Now ſuch a Play may be written with all the Ex. 
actneſs imaginable, in Reſpect of Unity in Time andy; 
Place; but if you enquire its Character of any Perſon, 
tho” of the meaneſt Underſtanding of the whole Aud | 
ence, he will tell you *tis intolerable Stuff; and upaſf8 
your demanding his Reaſons, his Anſwer is, I don't il 
it. His Humour is the only Rule that he can judge Midi 
Comedy by, but you find that mere Nature 1s offendet 
with ſome Irregularities ; and though he be not ſo learn!“ 
in the Drama, to give you an Inventory of the Fault, 
yet I can tell you, that one Part of the Plot had no De. 
pendence upon another, which made this ſimple Ma 
drop his Attention and Concern for the Event ; and bh 
diſengaging his Thoughts from the Buſineſs of the Action 
he fat there very uneaſy, thought the Time very tedious 
becauſe he had nothing to do. The Characters were ft 
incoherent in themſelves, and compos'd of ſuch Variet 
of Abſurdities, that in his Knowledge of Nature he couli 
find no Original for ſuch a Copy; and being therefor: 
unacquainted with any Folly they reprov'd, or any Vir 
tue that they recommended, their Buſineſs was as fla 
and tireſome to him, as if the Actors had talk'd 4r: 
bick, 

Now theſe are the material Irregularities of a Play, ant 
theſe are the Faults which downright Mother-Senſe ca 
cenſure and be offended at, as much as the moſt learn'd 
Critic in the Pit. And altho? the one cannot give m 
the Reaſons of his Approbation or Diſlike, yet I wil 
take his Word for the Credit or Diſrepute of a Comedy, 
ſooner perhaps than the Opinion of ſome Yirtwoſoes ; ſu 
there are ſome Gentlemen that have fortify'd their Spleat 
ſo impregnably with Criticiſm, and hold out ſo itifff 
againſt all Attacks of Pleaſantry, that the moſt power 
Efforts of Wit and Humour cannot make the leaſt [mpreh 
fion. What a Misfortune is it to theſe Gentlemen to! 
Natives of ſuch an ignorant ſelf-will'd, impertinenl 
Mland, where let a Critic and a Scholar find never“ 
| mad) 
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any Irregularities in a Play, yet five hundred ſaucy Peo- 
le will give him the Lie to his Face, and come to ſee 
his wicked Play forty or fifty Times in a Year ? But this 


or Populi is the Devil, tho? in a Place of more Autho- 
ity than Ariſtotle, it is call'd Vox Dei. Here is a Play 


ith a Vengeance (ſays a Critic) to bring the Tranſac- 


ions of a Year's Time into the Compaſs of three Hours, 
No carry the whole Audience with him from one King- 
_ om to another, by the changing of a Scene. Where's 

upon 
x't li 
udge af 


he Probability ; nay, the Poſlibility of all this? The 
evil's in the Poet ſure, he don't think to put Contra- 
lictions upon us. 

Look'e, Sir, don't be in a Paſſion, the Poet does not 
poſe Contradictions upon you, becauſe he has told you 
jo Lie; for that only is a Lie, which is related with ſome 
allacious Intention that you ſhould believe it for a Truth: 
ow the Poet expects no more that you ſhould believe the 


Plot of his Play, than old Ap deſign'd the World ſhould 


hink his Eagle and Lion talk'd like you and I; which, I 
hink, was every Jot as improbable as what you quarrel 
ith; and yet the Fables took, and I'll be hang'd if you 
'ourſelf don't like 'em. But beſides, Sir, if you are fo 
nveterate againſt Improbabilites, you muſt never come 
ear the Play-houſe at all; for there are ſeveral Impro- 
abilities, nay Impoſſibilities, that all the Criticiſms in 
ature cannot correct: As for Inſtance; in the Part of 
ſexander the Great, to be affected with the TranſaQions 
bf the Play, we muſt ſuppoſe that we ſee that great Con- 
Jueror, after all his Triumphs, ſhunn'd by the Woman 
e loves, and importun'd by her he hates ; croſs'd in his 
-ups and Jollity by his own Subjects, and at laſt miſera- 
ly ending his Life in a raging Madneſs : We muſt ſup- 
ole, that we ſee the very Alexander, the Son of Philip, in 
Il theſe unhappy Circumſtances, elſe we are not touch'd 
dy the Moral, which repreſents to us the Uneaſineſs of 
uman Life in the greateſt State, and the Inſtability of 
'ortune in Reſpe& of wordly Pomp; yet the whole Au- 
Hence at the ſame Time knows, that this is Mr. Bettertor, 
ho is ſtrutting upon the Stage, and tearing his Lungs 
or a Livelihood : And that the ſame Perſon ſhould be 
r. Betterton and Alexander the Great at the fame Time, is 
omewhat like an Impoſlibility in my Mind, Yet — 
mu 


90 A Diſcourſe upon Comedy. 


muſt grant this Impoſſibility, in Spite of your Teeth, i 
you ha'n't Power to raiſe the old Hero from the Grave tf 
act his own Part. 4 

Now for another Impoſſibility : The leſs rigid Critickt& 
allow to a Comedy the Space of an artificial Day, ff 
twenty-four Hours; but thoſe of the thorough Reforma 
tion will confine it to the natural or ſolar Day, which i 
but half the Time. Now admitting this for a Decorunſ 
abſolutely requiſite ; this Play begins when it is exact 
Six by your Watch, and ends preciſely at Nine, which i 
the uſual Time of the Repreſentation. Now is it feaſible ri 
in rerum natura, that the ſame Space or Extent of "Tin 
can be three Hours by your Watch, and twelve Hour 
upon the Stage, admitting the ſame Number of Minute 
or the ſame Meaſure of Sand to both? I am afraid, Sir 
you muſt allow this for an _ Impoſſibility too; and you 
may with as much Reaſon allow the Play the Extent of! 
whole Year ; and if you grant me a Year, you may gi 

me ſeven, and ſo to a Thouſand, For that a thouſand 
Years ſhould come within the Compaſs of three Hours, » 

no more an Impoſſibility, than that two Minutes ſhoul 

be contain'd in one; Nullum minus continet in. /e majus, 
equally applicable to both. 

- $0 much for the Decorum of Time, now for the Regi 
larity of Place. I might make the one a Conſcquence of 
t'other, and alledge, that by allowing me any Extent e 
Time, you muſt grant me any Change of Place, for tit 
one depends upon t'other; and having five or fix Yean 
for the Action of a Play, I may travel from Conftantiney! 

to Denmark, ſo to France, and home to England, and rel 
long enough in each Country beſides, But you'll ſay 
How can you carry us with you? Very eaſily, Sir, Þ 
you will be willing to go: As for Example; Here 15 
new Play, the Houſe is throng'd, the Prologue ſpoken 
and the Curtain drawn repreſents you the Scene of Gran 
Cairo. Whereabouts are you now, Sir? Were not yl 
the very Minute before in the Pit in the Exgliſb Play-hout 
talking ta a Wench, and now prefto, paſs, you are ſpirits 
away to the Banks of the River Mile. Surely, Sir, this! 

a moſt intolerable Improbability ; yet this you muſt allo 
me, or elſe you deftroy the very Conſtitution of Rep! 


ſentation : Then in the ſecond AQ, with a Flouriſh Now i 
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eth. 5 he Fiddles, I change the Scene to AMHrachan. O this is 
rave H Prolerable“ Look'e, Sir, 'tis not a Jot more intolerable 
Han the other; for you'll find that 'tis much about the 
me Diſtance between Fg ypt and Aftrachan, as it is be- 
Wween Drury-Lane and Grand Cairo; and if you pleaſe to 
Et your Fancy take Poſt, it will perform the Journey in 
e ſame Moment of Time, without any Diſturbance in 
corunfWbe World to your Perſon. You can follow Quintus Cur- 
all over Ala in the Train of Alexander, and trudge 
frer Hannibal, like a Cadet, through all 7taly, Spain and 
rica, in the Space of four or five Hours; yet the Devil 
one of you will ſtir a Step over the Threſhold for the 
eſt Poet in Chriſtendom, tho' he make it his Buſineſs to 
Fender Heroes more amiable, and to ſurprize you with 
nore wonderful Accidents and Events. 

I am as little a Friend to thoſe rambling Plays as any 


a ſi ble, E 
Time 
Hour 
inutes, N 
id, Sir, 
1d yo 


nt of ody. nor have I ever eſpouſed their Party by my own 
y givWrattice ; yet I could not forbear ſaying ſomething in 
ouſan{&/ indication of the great Shake/ſpear, whom every little 


ellow that can form an Aori/tus primus will preſume to 
ondemn for Indecorums and Abſurdities; Sparks that 
re ſo Spruce upon their Greet and Latin, that, like our 
ops in Travels, they can reliſh nothing but what 1s fo- 


urs, u 
(hoult 
us, \ 


Reg. eign, to let the World know they have been abroad 
-nce orſooth; but it muſt be ſo, becauſe A4rifotle ſaid it : 
ent ow ſay it muſt be otherwiſe, becauſe Shaleſbear ſaid it, 
for Md I'm ſure that Shake/pear was the greater Poet of the 


t Yeanfſy®'0. But you'll ſay, that Ariſtotle was the greater Cri- 


tin i'c —— That's a Miſtake, Sir, for Criticiſm in Poetry is 
nd reife more than Judgment in Poetry; which you will find 
your Lexicon. Now if Shake/pear was the better Poet, 
Sir, Ne mult have the moſt Judgment in his Art; for every 
re is ody knows that Judgment is an eſſential Part of Poe- 
poken ry, and without it no Writer is worth a Farthing. But 
f Grado ſtoop to the Authority of either, without conſulting 
ot pode Reaſon of the Conſequence, is an Abuſe to a Man's 
y - hou nderſtanding ; and neither the Precept of the Philoſo- 
ſpiritepher, nor Example of the Poet, ſhould go down with 

this re, without examining the Weight of their Aſſertions. 
ſt alle can expect no more Decorum or Regularity in any 
RepreWPulineſs, than the Nature of the Thing will bear: 


Iriſh d 
L 


ow if the Stage cannot ſubſiſt without the Strength of 
Suppo- 
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Suppoſition, and Force of Fancy in the Audience, wh 
ſhould a Poet fetter the Buſineſs of his Plot, and flan 
his Action for the Nicety of an Hour, or the Changed 
a Scene, ſince the Thought of Man can fly over a thou 
ſand Years with the ſame Eaſe, and in the ſame Inftar 
of Time that your Eye glances from the Figure of fixe 
ſeven on the Dial-Plate ; and can glide from the Cay 
of Good Hope to the Bay of St. Nicolas, which is quite croj 
the World, with the ſame Quickneis and Activity, a 
between Covent-Garden Church and WilPs Coffee Hei 
Then I muſt beg of theſe Gentlemen to let our old Fry 
1; Authors alone If they have left Vice unpunilſh's 
Virtue 'unrewarded, Folly unexpos'd, or Prudence u: 
ſucceſsful, the contrary of which is the Nile of Come; 
let them be laſh'd to ſome purpoſe ; if any Part of thei 
Plots have been independent of the reſt, or any of thei 
Characters forc'd or unnatural, which deſtroys the Dui 
of Plays, let them be hiſs'd off the Stage: But if, by; 
true Decorum in theſe material Points, they have wr 
ſucceſsfully, and anſwer'd the End of Dramatic Poetr 
in every Reſpect, let them reſt in Peace, and their M. 
mories enjoy the Encomiums due to their Merit, withor 
any Reflection for waving thoſe Niceties; which are ne 
ther inſtructive to the World, nor diverting to Mankind; 
but are like all the reſt of the critical Learning, fit on) 
to ſet People together by the Ears in ridiculous Con: 
troverſies, that are not one Jot material to the Good 
the Public, whether they be true or falſe. 

And thus you ſee, Sir, I have concluded a very ut 
neceffary Piece of Work; which is much too long, if you 
don't like it: But let it happen any Way, be aſfur', 
that I intended to pleaſe you, which ſhould part 
excuſe, 
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Your moſt bumble Servant. 
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Mic ber, the old Uncle and Guardian to 1/abella. 


Nicodemus Somebody, a Country Squire. 
Bajil, a Captain, in Love with Jabella. 

Fetch, Servant to Ba/4l. 

Macabone, an Iriſhman. 

Tom Jolt, the Stage-Coachman. 

Landlord of the Houſe. 


WOMEN. 


Jabella, Niece to Micher, in Love with Ba#. 
Dolly, Maid in the Houſe. 
Oſtler, and other Gueſts in the Houſe. 
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SCENE an Inn. 


Enter Fetch, with Cloak-Bag and Piſtols. 


ERE, Houſe! where are ye all ? Now we'ave ſupt, 
['ll ſee if my Maſter's Bed be ready.—-Tom, John, 
Rebin, where a Plague are ye? All deaf? No At- 

endance in theſe Country Inns? This is worſe than the 

Pe Tavern after Play, the Sun Tavern aſter Change, or 
ie Devil Tavern after Church. 

Enter Dolly. 

Doll. D'ye call, Sir? © 
Fet. Call, Sir! What a Plague——Eigph ! gad 'tis a pretty 

rl, Hark you, Child, do you ſerve Travellers upon the 

Road here ? 

Dol. Yes, Sir. 

Fet. Kiſs me, then. | 5 

Del. That's the Chambermaid's Buſineſs.— D' ye want 
ny thing elſe ? I'm in haſte. | 


Fet. What Room does my Maſter lie in ? 
Dol. The Caſtle. 


Fet. And what Room do I lie in 7 
Dal. The Garret. 


w — : ho 
— 


Affairs. — Let me talk with the Coach- man; if it 


— Nr OS — — rc 
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- Fet, Very well; and what Room do you lie in? 
Del. Under you. 
Fet. Say no more. I'll but take a Dram to digeſt n 
Supper, lay theſe Things in my Maſter's Chamber, the 


Pll talk with you in yours. ping 
Del. Are your Piſtols charg'd ? Ba, 
Fet. Yes, yes, we always go charg*d, Child: A Brace Much 

Bullets, I aſſure you. : [ Exit Do 1: 

Enter Captain Baſil, hreeſf 
Baſ. What a tedious, tireſome, dull, jolting Vehicle is Hey, 

Stage - Coach ? We that are in it, are more fatigued th Mid 

the Beaſts that draw it. This unlucky Hurt, Fetch, H Bo/ 

I've got lately, has hinder'd my riding Poſt, and thrown ng Ma 

into this confounded Company, a big-bellied Farmer zriſh 

Daughter, an Iriſh Wit, a Canting Quaker, a City WhorWvire, 

and a Country Parſon, eſſors 
Fet. And a diſbanded Captain, Sir; for want of a ſtrolling B 

Lawyer, or a Nurſe and a Child, to make up a clever Sta I= 

Coach Set. | * 8 Ma. 
Baſ. Ay, the ſwell'd Country Puſs plagu'd me with Y B. 

ſcreaming and wry Faces, the profound Teague with / 

Nonſenſe, the Quaker with the Spirit, the Whore with 3a: 

Fleſh, and the fat Parſon with both. as ge 
Fet. Truly, Sir, I pity'd you; for I don't think the / 

was in the whole Company a Man of Parts, but yl Ma- 

and I. hant”s 
Baſ. Muſt I be tormented two Days more with fes 

Coach, before I get to London ? ave n 

Fer. Too true, Sir. Ba. 
Baſ. How can you tell? Mac 


Fet. Nobody better, Sir; my Father in London has Mud a! 


Employment about the Coaches. | reaſt- 
Baſ. What's his Employment? a ric 
Fer. Sir, he's a very worthy Citizen, that attends = 

Bl:fem's Inn, in the Quality of a Ticket Porter. nd tre 


B/. I muſt get to London ſooner, or I ſhall ruin n 


poſſible, III make him ſtretch for me: Call him hithd 
[Exit Fetcl 

Pſhaw ! here's that 1r/ Booby. 
Eu 
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Eater Macahone. | 

Mac. By my Shoul, 'tis a brave Houſe ! Sure the Shentle= 
an of this Tavern muſt be ſome Perſon of very great 
\uality——Oh, my dear Maſter Captain, I am your moſt 
v110g and much honour'd Friend. 
Ba, Our Acquaintance, Sir, is a little too ſhort for fo 
nuch Familiarity, 

Mac. Our Acquaintance too ſhort! Dear Joy, it is 
hreeſcore Miles long; and, by Shaint Pazrick, I would be 


geſt n 
r, the 


Brace d 
Dolh 


cle is 


ed th fraid we ſhall never meet again. 

cb, i Bo/. May I crave your Name, Sir? 
own i Mac. My Name isjTerlough Rauwer Macahone, of the 
?armer erich of Curougbabegley, in the County of Tiperary, Efh- 
W borWvire, where is my Manſion-houſe, for me and my Prede- 


eſſors after me. 
Ba. Very well; and pray, Sir, what Affairs carry you 
o London ? | 
Mac. No Affairs, my dear Joy; for I have tranſacted 
ny Buſineſs in London before I came there. 
Has. That's ſomewhat an odd Way of doing Buſineſs, 
Mac. By my Shoul, Sir, 'tis the quickeſt Way tho', [ 
as gaing to Londen to make my Fortune. | 
Baj. How, Sir? 
Mac. Why, by the Law, Friend, or Phyſic, or a Mer- 
hant's Wife, or Back-gammon, or any of theſe honourable 
rofeſſions ; tis all the fame to Macahone, faith. But 
lave made my Fortune already, by my Goſhip's Hand. 
Baſ. How pray, dir ? | 
Mac. Becauſe, my dear Joy, you are my intimate Friend 
has idea Stranger, I will communicate that Secret into your 
reaſ.— The fine Lady in the Coach, Madam S:rowler, 
a rich Merchant's Wife, in Yizegar-yard, by Drury-lane in 
tends Ni, and ſhe is fallen in downright Affections with me, 
nd treats me with mighty Civility, permitting me to pay 
he Reckoning for her in every Place. | 
Baſ. Jenny the Orange-Wench has ſnapt this Booby ; 
ad e'en let her make a Hand of him. Are you ſure 
he's rich ? | 
Mac, By my Shoul ſhe ſhew'd me a Diamond as big as a 
otatoe; and faith it look'd almoſt as clear as Glaſs: And 
e keeps her flying Chariot too, ſhe told me fo herſelf ; 
Vor. I, | 8 Eg aud 
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and, by my Shoul, I am ſo cunning, that if another hat Jo 
told me ſo, I had not believ'd him. 1 

Baſ. You're plaguy cunning, indeed, Sir. 

Mac. O chree, dear Joy, we are all io, upon my Shoul, 8 
Let an Iriſpman alone for making his Fortune; he is as cus ö 
ning as no Man alive — But, my dear Joy, 1 wiſh | wen Jo 
after going to Bed, to digeſt my Supper: Here are tus 
Beds in your Chamber; ; and pray my dear Friend, tell me 


do 2 intend to lie in em both? F 
af. 'Tis probable, Sir, I ſhall uſe but one. h 1 
Mac. Then, Sir, with your Leave and Perwiſon 5 
mall uſe t'other; but pray let me not incommode yh * 
Perſon, if you intend to lie in both the Beds. Jo 
Baſ. Not at all, Sir——Booby. E/Z 
Mac. Sir, 1 am your moſt abliying Servant. | 4 5 
Baſ. Coxcomb. | ' [464 1 = 
Mac. 1 render you many Thanks. f 25 r 
Enter Jolt, and Fetch. 4 
F Geog Honeſt Jolt! how is't ? What ſhall I give theet 5 
rin / 
Jolt. Thank you, Maſter, what you pleaſe. Here's ra * 
Nantz in the Houſe ; a Cogue, or ſo, wou'd do no Han 
Ba. Here, Fetch, bring us Half a Pint. (Exit Ferch WF us 
Well, Jolt, canſt do a Man a Kindneſs upon Occaſion ? ref 
Jolt. A Kindneſs ! Ay, Maſter, an' that be all, we Coach n 
men are all mighty civil Fellows, you know. ts Def 
Ba. Are your Horſes good? irtunat 
Jolt, Good! Special Cattle, Maſter! A London Dod e tv 
would have ſet up his Coach with 'em, if we had truſted i 
the Fall of the Leaf; and but t'other Day here, one d 
your Stockjobbers hir dem for an Election ; ecod, they Ja ae 
| Mga got him the Place, | N 
Enter Fetch, with Brandy. 821 
Baſ Here, Ji, pull it off. * 
Felt. Your Health, Mater — Rare Stuff, after ni th 
twel:e Eggs and Pound of Bacon. 2 
x Fe: of. Well, Folt, can I be at Londen, by To- mor ver S, 
ight? 
Joi. To-morrow Night! Ay, Maſter, if you can fly. Sau, 
Drin y 
Baſ. See here, 7e — my Buſineſs is preſſing iy g 00 =O 


Share of this Pur:e is thice, if thou wilt haſten my Journey 20 * 


J. 
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Jol. If that be all [unt] tis done - we are to be in Los- 
r hai, the Day after To-morrow, by Ten o'Clock at Night 
| low, Maſter, to oblige you, I'll be there by Nine. 
Baſ. Is the Fellow mad? I tell thee I mult be there To- 
Shou orrow. ; | 
5 CUB Je. Ay, ſo you may if you can; 'tis a long Way, 
weniger, the Roatls are deep, and I won't ſpoil my Horſes— 
re tue are dearer to me, poor Beaſts, than my Wife and 
lehren. | | 
Fer. Silly Fool, thou haſt no more Senſe than thy Horſes ; 
hy there's enough in that Purſe to bribe thy very Maſter, 
e Duke of Mantua, and two or three German Princes. 
Jolt. Well, what there's in't, there's in't. ¶ Peeps in the - 
% Pot, and throws it down.) What do you prate fork 
heſe Beau Footmen are as Cock-a-hoop of late, as if they 
ad Places at Court. Pm an honeſt Man.—Bribes won't 


on 
: yh 


[46 


Al s in the Country now. Beſides I muſt not baulk my 
£x0Y:ages, the Inn keepers have brib'd me already, [ Exit. 
Baſ. Well, tho' it kills me, I muſt ride Poſt. 
thee WY F. Bat pray, Sir, what makes you in ſuch Haſte ? 
RE” Baſ. Why this Letter from my Miſtreſs. [ Reads. 
Harn? O U'wve heard I've loft my dear Mother. My Uncle, to 
Fetch. *whoſe Care I am left, not conſidering your Pretenſiont, is 
n? reſolved to marry me to another; but what's aworſe, the ou 
CoachWh:nt/:man has got my Writings, and 1 muſt ſeem to comply with 
is Deſires. If you would prevent my being made a me un- 
:rtunate Creature, fly to my Relief, my dear Baſil, with all the 
Doc e 1vbich your Lowe and my Diſtreſi require. 
uſted | ISABELLA. 
one 
hey hn afraid I ſhall come too late: Run to the Poſt-Houſe, 
et us Horſes, and we'll mount this Moment. But whom 
ave we here? _ IC. OM BY 
Ny Fer, Some of the Company that came in the Londa 
ter "Wozch, that ſupp'd on bother Side of the Houle. | 
-morro-uter Sguite Somebody, with a Band-Box, a Maſt, and Fan, 


and other Luggage. 
L. Come, Mrs. Vel. I've got your Things—Bleſs us! 
{ D11""FV hat a Parcel of Luggage theſe Women carry about em 
3 2 5 Wd the poor Lover here muſt be ſubje& to the Slavery of 
you "WY - Bundles 
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Bundles and Band-boxes—Mrs. Bel, why don't you com 
away, I'm as tir'd as a Scotch Pedlar under his Pack. 


Euler Iſabella. _o 
1/ab. Ha ! [ Sees the Captain, and lars * 
"+ Ha! What's the Matter, my dear Wife, tha: p. 
to be ? | : 
Lab. I miſs my Watch; I fear I've left it in the Roon 
where we ſupp'd ; pray go and ſee. pay 
Sgui. Ay, by all Means Here, look to your Thing *s 
there are Strangers about. [Exel 
Baſ. Ha! What do I ſee! Look, Fetch, is not tha 
T/abilla ? FJ 
Lab. My dear Baſil ! Meet and embrarM 3, 
Baſ. My Yabella What Miracle has brooght 3% , 
hither ? nd { 
Jab. You received my Letter ? - he ] 
Baſ. Here it is, and it has brought me ſo far in ao 


Journey to you. Wen | 
Jab. My Uncle, who knows you only by Name, dreading 
your Return to London, has thought fit to hurry me down u 
the Country Houſe of that Blockhead that I ſent juſt now d 
a Fool's Errand, under Pretence of loſing my Watch. My 
Uncle is at the Bar, haggling with the Landlady, and is is 
come up preſently into the Room where we lie: Now 
you can find a Way to reſcue me from the old Knave, and 
the young Fool-—— But here he comes: He's the Son d 
Sir Amanidab Somebody in Lancaſhire. 


Emer "Squire Somebody. ls - 

Seu. Gone, gone! No Watch to be found | Fcod 
Gentlewoman, ſee what your Uncle will ſay to you ! Youl 
make a rare Wife, faith, if you loſe your Things ſo atoi 
hand I won't lend you mine. 

Jab. You need not, Sir, for the Watch is found again 
J had only put it in a wrong Pocket. 

gui. Then that's Thirty Pounds in my Pocket. 

Baſ. Sure, I ſhou'd know that Voice, and Face te 
Sir, are not you related to the Family of the Somzbedy's? 
Vai. Yes, Sir, my Father is Sir Aminadab Somebody 
Bart. and 1 am his eldeſt Son by the firſt Venter, Ni, 
umu Somebody, Eſq; 


WY "on 


_ The ware 101 


u cone Ba/. Sir, I am proud to embrace the Son of my old 
riend Sir Aminadab—Pray, Sir, what Lady is that with 
ou? | 

4 ar 'Squi. Tis my Miſtreſs, at your Service; we want bot 


that i Parſon, a Wedding-Dinner, a Pair of clean Sheets, and 
a Sack Poſſet, to ſend us the Way of all Fleſh. 

Baſ. Then, Sir, upon your Account, I'll prefume to 
day my Reſpects to the Lady, [Salute Her. 
'$qui. Sir, you're a very reſpectful Perſon truly.— 
ell, how d've like her? Wont ſhe make a rare Tit for 
omebedy ? She's a little in the Dumps at preſent, but we 
hall dump her out of that. 

Baſ. What! out of Humour, and ſo near her Marriage. 
gui. Ay, there was a certain Captain that lov'd her, 
nd the lov'd that certain Captain: Now I can't tell how 
he Devil this Fellow windled himſelf into the Mother's 
avour, and got her Conſent ; but as good Lack would have 
t, the old Woman was pleaſed to go where all old Woe 
nen ſhou'd go, and ſo Nuncle Micher, being a very honeſt 
an, and mighty fit for a Guardian, but having a deadly 
\verſion to a Red Coat, ſtruck up a Bargain with Father 
or me, and we're going down to our Houſe, to take Poſ- 
efhon of the Premiſes : So this ſame Scoundrel of an Officer 
5 like to be diſbanded, and ſhe, forſooth, is vex'd becauſe 
2 can't ſerve under him. Ha, ha, ha, poor Dog, . he's 
broke on all Sides, ; 

Baſ. Ha, ha, dilly Fellow! he'll hang himſelf, that's 
ertain. What ſhou'd Soldiers do-elſe in Time of Peace? 
Squire, Ay, my dear Friend, I ſhou'd be glad if they were 
Il hang'd; but for the Sake of the Frencb——Perbaps you 
ay know this ſame Cap ain; tis one Baſil, a poor inſig- 
icant Ringleader of fifty Rogues. Ha, ha. 

Ba/. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 8 
Jab. If you thought this Captain over-heard you, you 
burſt not talk at that. Rate. 

Sui. Durſt not, ſay you? Odzockers, I fear neither 


> Roon 


Things, 
[ Exit 
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ht you 
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hen my Friend ſtands by me here. 
Laſ. Softly, Madam, my Friend Nicodems is a Perſon 
hom you ought to regard—in Time you'll have no Cauſe to 


om lain. | 
I p E 3 . Sui. 


lan, Woman, or Child. I wou'd tell him ſo to his Face — 


| fteal out of my Chamber, fly into Ba/i/s Arms, and! 
ſhould have a Coach ready to hurry me to London, bell 


102 The Stage-Coach, 


*Squi. Ah, dear Sir, you do me more Honour than I 
ſerve. But don't you think now that I am much more { 
her Turn than this ſame Raggamuthn ? 

Baſ. There's no Compariſon, Sir; and I think nobed 
can tell better than I; ſo I can aſſure the Lady this is I 
to be the laſt Trouble you ſhall give her. 

'$qui, Well ſaid, faith. Ecod, I've got a good Friend 


and I did not think on't. N 
Jab. Ay, but if Baſl were here, he wou'd be too buff eld 
ſor you and your Friend both. ſtops 
Ba/. Why, what wou'd you do, if Baf/ were here ? won 
J/ab, I would run away with him to the next Parſon, af 'S 
leave Nicodemus here in the Lorch. | ſhall 
*$qui., Nicodemus thanks you with all his Heart Doo 
not I tell you now how ſhe was bewitch'd by this Captai the 8 


The Devil's in the Captains, I believe. Ecod, I've a Mit 
to be a Captain too Odzookers, now I think on't, f 
dear Friend, I'm a Captain already of the Militia ; and6 
you think that we that pay them are no beiter Men i 
they ? | 

Baſ. Ay, to be ſure. 

Jab. Well, but we cou'd do it, Sir, and you never 
wiſer; for while my Uncle and you were faſt aſleep, I cou 


you were awake the next Morning. 
*$qui. Odzooks, ſhe's a cunning Jade; for all that I f 
have a rare Wife of her, | 


Baſ. Well, well, Madam, I underſtand you, wel 


take Care of that Matter. 


*Squi. Ay, ay, ſo we will; my dear Friend, here, and 
ſhall watch your Waters, III warrant you — Oh her 


Uncle Micher, 


Head and Bacon, Ten Shillings. For a boil'd Pig 


Emer Micher, with a Bill, | 

Mich. Hah! the Cut-throat Dogs: There's a Bill 
you ! That fat Jade at the Bar will ſcore herſelf to the Der 
before any Solicitor, Taylor, Phyſic or Tipple Poiſoner 
Europe. - [Gives the "Squire the Þ 

Sgui. ¶ Reads] For Bread and zeer, Eight Shillings 3 
Ten Pence. Here's as much Bread and Drink as wou'd /* 
all the French in Spittal-fields for a Week, For a Cal 


Coll 
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Colly-flowers, that I beſpoke, Nine Shillings. For a Red 
an Herring, bat was yours, Uncle, One Shilling. For a Bottle 
more of Harthorn, that was your Supper, Miſtreſs, Seven Pence. 
Hey dey ! avhat's here ? Mull'd Sack, Dumplins, Cheeſe, 
Oranges Toaſt and Butter, Fruit, Sallad, Wine, Cards, 
Brandy, Tarts, and Tobacco, in all, Two Pounds Thirteen 
Shillings and Three Pence Three Farthings, beſides Fire 
The Devil fire the Houſe, 

Mich, Well, how ſhall we club this Matter ? There's the 


nobod 
is 18 l 


Friend 


too h:Wold Woman that has the King's Evil, and the t'other that 
ſtops the Coach ev'ry Minute to go dedind a Buſh, they 

re? won't pay as much as we, 

r{on, 3 '5qui. Ecod, but they ſhall ; and for you, Miſtreſs, you 


fall} pay but a Crown, becauſe you eat nothing ; and that 
you mayn't think that you're hardly dealt by, I'II 0 you 


CaptaiſWHthe Song that makes it Stage-Coach Law. 
e a Mit 2 | 
wh The STAGE-COACH Ss ON G. 
ande | 
Men (iy | Let's fing of Stage. Coaches, 
Aud 7 no Reproaches, 
FjHeͤr riding in one; 
But daily *; e jogging, 


- While ws, # ling and ing, 
 Whik 50% h and 2 
| Te Coachman drives on. 
With a Hey, geeup, geeup hey, bo; 
With a Hey gee Dobbin, hey wh 
Hey, geeup, gee e geeup, bey bo 
With a hey gee Dobbin, hey a 


In Coaches thus flrowling, 
N bo would nat he rowling, 
With Nymphs on each Side; 
Still pratling and playing, © - 


a Bill Our Knees interlaying, 

the Der We merrily ride. | 

_— With a Hey, &C. 

e the N | 

linge | Here Chance kinaly mixes 

ded þ All Sorts and ail Sexes, 

2 0 More Females than Men; 

d Pig! | —E4 . 
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We ſqueeze them, abe caſe tie, 

The jolting dots pleaſe them; 
Drive jolly then. 

With a Hey, &c. 

The harder you're driving, 

T be more tis reviving; 
Nor fear ae to fall; 

For if the Coach tumble, 


Ve bawe a rare Tumble; 


Ne bave à rare Jumble; 
And then up Tails all. 
With a Her, geeup, geeup, bey be; 
With a Hey ge: Dobbin, eh ; 
Hey, geeup, geeup, geteup, 2 ho, -. | 
With a hey gee Dobbin, hey Lo. BY 
Mich. Well, now let's go to Bed, that we may be tl Jo 
ſconer out of this confounded Inn next Morning. be 
Sui. Well, dear Sir, the beſt Friends muſt part, tho 10 
it be Man and Wife; but if you can ſtep home with ne 4 
tis hard by, about Fourſcore and Ten Miſes off, and ſt 10 
there a Week, III make you. {6 drink, you ſhan't ff r 
the Way back again in a Month. _ | "x 
Baſ. Sir, you mult excuſe me, I am otheriviſe engag , / 
Sgui. Good Night, then. : *% [ Exil Fil 
Jab. Good Night, Sir. [Ex. Micher, Iſabel" 
Baſ. Your Servaht, Madam. Thope you'll be in a bet - 
ter Humour To-morrow. Ha! Ferch, here's Fortune f "oy 
vou. Now, my dear Lad, run, and at any Rate get oy 
ſome Calaſh, Chariot, Coach, any thing, to hurry us 55 
' London; fly. In the mean time, Vil run to my Chamber thas 
and get every thing . 1 [Exeunt ſeveraſir, 
| | nter Jolt, 
Huſh | Mum's the Word ; there's a plaguy Candle ſtan , 
in my Way; out, Informer, I'll ſpoil yobr peeping. I - 
Houſe is full, and Beds are ſcarce, therefore I can't | * 
in my own ; ſo, good Wife at home, by your Lean Co 
we Travellers are force ſometimes to lie two in a Be ; 
"Tis main dark. rare driving now in a deep Road, an” - 
a rough Way Odſnigs, now if Dolly ſhou'd | 8 
Kittiſh, and won't let me; I'll knock at her Chamb, ,, 
Door, however, and if the Door will open, well ſaid Doo, 74 
I'll enter, and if Poly will do like the reſt of ber Crenf5 1. 


We 
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N faid Dolly. Pox on't, here's a Light, tis not yet right 
atterwawling Time, fo Þll ſheer off till anon. [ Exit. 
Enter Bag with Things, Fetch with a Casale. 

Boſ.. Well, Fetch? 
Ft. I've done your Buſineſs, Sir—Pve found in this very 
nn a Calaſh, with four good Horſes, that ſhould have gone 
mpty to London To-morrow Morning; Ive agreed with 
he Coachman to po with you immediately ; he'll be ready 
d go with you at a Whiſtle, 

Baſ. That was lucky, and Pve got my Things; here 
ey ſhall lie till Jabella comes out—T wiſh ſhe were here. 
| Fet, Sir, Sir, I think I hear a Noiſe. 
Baſ. Put out the Candle then, and let us ſtep into that 
orner, for here we muſt wait for her, 

Enter Jolt. 

Jolt. Now the Coaſt is clear—I have had a ſtrange Han- 
ring after this ſame Doll, this great while, and for her 
ke | ſet up here at the Angel; now if ſhe won't be civil, 
ye ſee, I'll carry my Guefts to the Saracen's- Head, where 
hall have the Oftler to take Care of my Horſes, and the 
aid to take Care of me—Now for her Door, 
Fez. Ods my Life, Sir; we've forgot one thing; the 
ate is lock'd up by this time, how ſhall we get out? 


y be t 


dart, tho 
with mt 

and ſta 
nan't fit 


engen % What ſhall we do? 

* Jelt. Huſh! I hear ſomething ; ſhould this be ſome 
Ila del dve now creeping to Dolly, PIl put a Spoke in his 
ein 6 5 heel, | 
ortune MF. Stay, I've thought on't; the Maid's a good tractable 
date get Wench, ſhe'll do whatever we'll have her. 


urry us ; 5 
Cbambe dog: ſhe, faith, you Dog? Sirrah,. ll take Care 
Jever. I'll knock at the Door; for a Piece of Money, II 
rant ſhe'll do the Job. 
7 Volt. Perhaps I may do your Job firſt, you catterwawling 
ang Wo of a Whore. | | 
can't F. Tis well if I ſcape a good Dab on the Noſe here 
our * Confound that Poſt, tis deadly hard [Jolt frikes 
m F I Her Door is on this Side, I'm ſore, Jolt frikes 
Road, * again.] Ha! what's that? Another Poſt? ware Noſe 
+ ſhou y third time. Oh, ſure here's the Door, I'Il knock. 
r _— rite Jolt in the Teeth.) Dolly, Dolly ; Plague on't, ſhe's 
| ſaid 7 ep; (ure I'm right; where's the Key-hole ? Oh! I've 
| her 4 bd it, [ Puts bis Finger 3 Jolt's Mouth, aubo bites it.] Oh, 
„ the 


idle ſtand 
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the Devil! the Devil! Help, Sir, help, I've got my Fin 4 
ger in a Rat-trap, | 4 
Baſ. Where art thou ? to! 
Jolt. Gee, gee, ho, gee. N ä [Whips bin, 
Fet. Murder! Murder! Help! | I 
Baf, Hold, you Dog, or I'll kill you. this 
Folt. Gee, gee, ho, gee ho. 4 
Fet. Murder, Murder, Help! the Devil lays me on, 5 
Enter Ofiler, «with a Light. 1 
OR. What's the Matter? What's the Matter? 7 
Juolt. Come on, gee, gee, ho, 5 Spot 
O. What a Duce do you mean, Maſter Jol? WF 
Folt. [Yawns.) What's the Matter? What's all di got 
Buſtle for! 5 M 
Oft. What are you drunk or dreaming ? Ligh 
Jolt. What wou'd you have? Wheie am I? Oh! i 1/a 
you, Pbil the Oltler? Odſnigs, 1 thought | had been i B. 
Bed; I dream d that my Coach ſtuck in Hoeckly 1he H Thin 
and I was licking my Horſes till I made them ſmoke ag M. 
— I beg your Pardon, Gentlemen, for taking you for aj 
Beaſts, 
| Enter Dolly. Of 
Dal What's the Matter here; are not you aſham'd wh 44: 
diſturb People at this Time of Night? Fol 
Fet. You're come in good Time, Child, to fave t Mi, 
Rogue a Beating, for now we've other Buſineſs ; a Wolff Flot t. 
with you. | Toll 
Baſ. Get you gone, Sirrah, or Pll cut your Ears c but th 
8 Dog; and you here with your Light, go off, ant 
leave us to our Buſineſs. [Exit Olle Whore 
Jolt. Odzookers, now they're driving the Bargain; Ec Mic, 
I'll overturn the Coach To-morrow in a Slough, to ci Cet a 
that Dog of a Captain's Courage in a Puddle. 
Fet. The Town's our own, Sir; l've given the Wen Ser 
a Guinea, - ſhe conſents, and ve got the Key. a body 
Juolt. The Key! A Plague on her Lock; now has Mick 


Minx granted at once, what ſhe has deny'd me this Twele got aw; 
month; but that Guinea is the Devil at a Key-hole : I «Wong, 
rant *twou'd open a thouſand Spring Locks in Covent-Coph Sgui 

den Til watch and ſee what all this will come to. , why 

Enter Iſabella, awith a Trunk. Mich 

Jab. He ſhou'd be here. Captain $4zi, 
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Fig Ba/. My Dear! 
Folt, My Dear! Ah the damn'd Jade She's come out 
to him now, | 
Enter Micher groping. : 

Mich. Does ſhe walk in her Sleep? Where can ſhe go at 
this Time of Night ? PII watch her. 

1/ab, Captain, where are you t 

Ba. Here, here. 

Mich Captain! Sure ſhe can't have her Captain here. 

Jolt. Odinigs, they're going to't; but I'll ſpoil their 
Sport. 

745 Come, I'm got out at laſt, and what's more, I've 
got the Writings. 

Mich. Ah, you, young Baggage, have I caught you ; 
Lights here ; Lights. 

1/ab. Hint! I hear my Unele's Voice, let's loſe no Time. 

Baſ. Let's away, my Dear Fetch, take up the 
Things. [ Exeunt. 

Mich. Lights here, Lights. 

[Fetch takes up the Things, and drops the Key, Exit.] 
Enter Ofiler with a Light. 

Of. What's the Matter here, again? 

Mich, Ha! what a Devil, who are you ? 

Jolt. And who are you, an' that be all? 

Mich. Where's my Niece, ah, you Pimp? you're in the 
Plot too; where's that damn'd Rogue the Captain ? 

Folt. Your Niece! the Captain has other Work in hand; 
but this is a rare Time to quit Scores with him. If you 
— the Captain, you'll find him in that Room with his 

ore. | 

Mich. His Whore ! the Dog make my Niece his Whore ! 
Get a Conſtable, a Conſtable. | 

Enter 'Squire, yawning. 

Sgui. Here, what the Devil's the Matter? Can't you let 
a body ſleep among ye? 

Mich. Ah, Nicodemus, we're all undone ; the Captain has 
got away your Miſtreſs into that Room; and what they are 
doing, Heaven knows. 

* Ha! I hear ſome Noiſe; * ſome Noiſe with- 
In, w by dont you break the Door, nn 

Mich, Why don't you? 788: | 

Sni. She's your Niece, 
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Flock Bed, a Green Chamber- 


of the great Gate; they muſt be in the Houſe fill, if d 


108 The Stape-Ceach. 


Aich. She's your Wife that is to be. Le: 
Sg. I can't tell that now. he E 
Mich. Then let's have a Conſtable. | E 
Folt, I'll run and call up my Landlord; he's a Cor. affe, 
ſtable. | | : Exit, Mi 
[ Several People apprar in Night-caps, in both Balccnia, 
1. A Plague take you all, are you all aſleep, that je8Why 
make ſuch a Noiſe, What the De'il's the Matter wid yo 'S4: 
Sgui. Nothing, nothing, no Harm, only a Gentleman 
who's making me a Cuckold before my Time. Ba, 
Enter Landlord, Jolt with a Leader. an't | 
Land. Here, where are theſe People? S1 
*$qui. Here, Sir, in that Room. hou'd 


Land. Come out here: I charge ye come out: I'm ue ta 
Officer, won't you come out in the King's Name? w Ba/ 
then ſtay where you are, in the Devil's Name: Break openWe's fo 


the Door. It breats open the Dor Wh Se. 
Land. Why don't you go in ? _ 85 re 
Felt. Why don't you go in, you're an Officer ? Ba/ 
Land. Then I command you to go in before me. lilturb 
Jolt. Let the Squire go in, tis his Buſineſs. Seu 
Sgui Let my Uncle go in, tis more his Bufineſs tha a/ 
mine. | 2 
Mich. Come, we'll all go in, tho' be be a Captain, he 
dut one.  [Excuniif / 
Enter Dolly at another Deor. "$qu; 
Dol. What can they be ſearching for in my Chamber ? Mick 


| Re-enter all. 
Sg. The Devil a Thing is there, but an old Pair e 
Roddice, a broken-back'd Chair, a Quire of Ballacs, 


pot. 

Dol. Why, Gentlemen, the People that you want 
gone; they took the Key from me, and went out. 

gui. Gone! Oh ye Skies! Sic tranfit Gloria Mundi. 

Mich. Here, here, let's follow 'em. | 

Seni. Ay, ay, Horſes, Coaches, Spurs, Whips, Spit Bed, 
terdathes, Gambadoes, Boats, and Saſhoons, away. 

Land. Hold, hold, Gentlemen, what's here? the ! 


Maid did not let 'em out. 
Dol. Not I, upon my Word, Sir. Lao 
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Land, Then they muſt have dropp'd the Key, and are in 
he Houſe ſtil], 
gui. Hozza! have at em then; Halberts, Quarter- 


Con- Whats, Muſcets, Pikes, and Pocket-piſtols. 

Exit, Mich. Find 'em out, find 'em out, then. 
cc nit.. [ Exit Landlord, Jolt, 
hat je Why don t you 90 to help em, Nephew ? 
d you! Sui. Uncle, I ſtay to keep you Company. 
tleman Enter Baſil iz A N 2 go aun 

Baſ. What's the Meaning of all this Noiſe? A Man 
an't ſleep for ye. 


gui. Ah, my dear Friend, ſtand by me, now. Who 
2ou'd be here, but that damn'd Rogue of a Captain that 
I'm ue talk'd of, and has run away with my Miſtreſs. 
? why Ba. The Devil he did; and how will you uſe him when 
k openWe's found? 
Deer Sui. Uſe him ! Pl] pump him, I'll ſouſe him, flea him, 
arbonade bim, and eat him alive. 
Ba. But bark ye, Sir, don't make ſuch a Noiſe, you * 
liturb my Wife. — 
gui. What, Sir, are you marry'd ? 
ſs tha B/ Marry'd and bedded ſince I ſaw you. 
Sui. To whom? 
in, be! Enter Iſabella, Landlord, Jolt, and Servants. 
ZxeunW Ba/. To this Lady, Sir. 
| '$447. Uncle! 
Mich. Nephew ! 
Sui. Speak you, 'tis more your Buſineſs than mine. 
Mich, Marry'd! it * How cou'd you be married 
Wo ſuddenly ? 
Baſ. — ik luckily, Sir; we intended to have it done 
ant arore decently, but my Blockhead dropp'd the Key, and 
ing ſtopp'd that Way, we ſaw a Light in the Mfaiſter's 
amber that travell'd with me; we went up, found him 
— his Pipe; he firft gave us his Blefling, then let us 
is Be 
Sui. He was a very civil Gentleman. 


Mich, Sir, this won't pals upon me; what Evidence 
Wave you for this ? 


Inter Macahone. 

Mac. By my Shoul, he needs no Evidence, for I am 

ie, I was call'd to be a Witneſs; his Man did waken 
| me 
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me before I was aſleep ;- and if you will believe nobg! 
you may go up, and aſk the Miniſter. | 

Baſ. And in Return, my dear Countryman, V1! ta 
Care to do you Service in relation to your pretended Me 
chant's Wife. | vet 
Mich. Then ſince it is ſo, much Good may't do y 
with your No-fortune ; her Mother did not leave her 
Groat. 

*'$4ui. I'm glad on't with all my Heart. 

Lab. Sir, it will appear otherwiſe by my Writings. 

Mich, Writings; what Writings? I've no Writings 
yours. 

Baſ. No more you han't, Sir; for here they are. 

Mich. Confuſion ! then I know what I've loſt. 
gui. And ſo do | too. I've loſt my Lahour, I've |; 
my Friend, I've: loſt my Nuncle, and I've loſt my Wife, 


But fince the Ceach ſuch Nowelties has bred, 

T be *Squire unmarry'd, and the Captain wed, 
| Tl be reveng'd, and go 4% go to Bed. 
[ Exeunt On 
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R UL Gi 


y J. H. ſpoken by Mr. Porvel; a Servant 


attending with a Bottle of Wine. 


18 Rubber Albelli, b d;Jdain 2 ed 
Refent, tho' late, upon their Aying Day; 


pplore your Mercy in our ſupplinut Pray' rs. 

u our neto Atthor has no Cauſe maintain d, 
it him not lofe nubat he has never gain d. 
ove and a Bottle are bis Peaceful Arms; 
adies and Gelfants, have not theſe ſome — ? 
or Love, all Mankind to the Fair muſt ſue : 
nd, Sirs, the Bottle he proſents to gon. 
ealth to the Play, (Urinks) ten let it irh paſs, 
re none ſit here that will refuſe their'Glaſs . 
eres a dahining Soldier let me think— 
le looks as he wwere ſawori—te what? To'drinks 
me on then; Foot to Fobt be Bolaly ſet, 
ud our young Autbor's new Commiſſion wet. | 
and his Bottle bere attend their Doom, , 
om you % Pot; Helicon maſt come; f 
be has any Foes,"to made amends, 


0 in heir Pg, moſt Authors rack'd with Fears, 


[drinks; 


gives his Streice (drinks) fare you new are Friends. 


0 Critic here will be provoke to fight, 
he Day be theirs, the only bags bis Night 2 


ray pledge him now, focur'd from all Abuſe, | 
ben name the Hea 1h you love, let none refuſe, 


u each Man's Marg, br the Paet's Mae. 


Drama» 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


An lriſþ Gentleman, 
| of a wild rovin | 15 
Roebuck. "Tem per; — 5 Mr. Killian 
: come to London. | 
His Friend, ſober and 
Lowerwell. f modeſt, in Love | Mr. Mills. 
(with Lucinda. 
| A young Squire, 
neuly come from 


Mockmode, the Univerſity, and Mr. Bullock, Wyn 
ſetting up for a 
Beau, | 
Lyrick, <' ret. Mr. Fohn/an, 
| Pampblet, 2 Bookſeller. M 
Rigadoon, A Dancing-Maſter, J r. Haynes, 
3 * Fencing-Maſter. Mr. Afton, 
Club. | Servant to Mockmode, Mr. Pinkethna 


Bruſb. Servant to De. Mr. Fairbank, 


W. 0 ME N. ** 


2 A Lady of confide- J N. 
a 5 cable Rortune, + 5 Mrs. Rogers 


| Siſter to Lowerwell, in x 
2 Love with Rosbuct, ( Mrs. Maria 4 
464 8 85 and diigvisd as f ſon. 
; Lucinda s Page.... 
Trudge, Whore to Roebuck, ' - Mrs. Mills. 
F Landlady to Mor-) | 
Bulfinch. 1 mode, Lyrick, and IT Mrs. Powel. MW Crip 
Trudge. 


N | Att — t and C Roeb 
7 an { $dent to Lucinda, | + Mrs. Mer. II: enter 


+ Bailiffs, Beggar, Porter, Maſques, Attendants Crip. 


L 0 Vega 
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ECECECECECECCCCCCCC EIT: 


Buſan $4411 Cr; 
= SCENE, Lincol's- Em- Fields, 


Inter Roebuck | in a Riding Habit Solus, repeating th * 
lowing Line.” 


HUS fo Au bove aotth Succeſs been crowd 
—— Heroically ſpoken, faith, of a Fellow that has 
not one Farthing in his Pocket. If I have one Penny 
0 buy a Halter with al. in my preſent Neceflity, may I be 
ang d; tho' I am reduc'd to a fair way of obtaining one 
ethodically very ſoon, if Robbery or Theft will purchaſe 
he Gallows, But hold can't I rob ITE by turn» 
ag Soldier? - 
Enter a Cripple beep 
Crip, One Farthing to the poor wing: Soldier, for the 
ord's ſake. 
Roeb. Ha! a Glimpſe of Damnation juſt as a Man 
entering into Sin, is no great Policy of the Devil. 
et how long did you bear Arms, Friend? 

lants MW Crip. Five Years, an't pleaſe you, Sir. 

_ And how long has that honourable Crutch born 

o 

Crip. Fifteen, Sir. 

Reb. Very pretty ! Five Years a Soldier, and fifteen a 
O V Wepgar !—— This is Hell right! An Age of * 
or 
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for a momentary Offence. Thy Condition, Fellow, is pr 
ferable to mine; the merciful Bullet, more kind than ut r 
ungrateful Country, has given thee a Debenture in 1h 
broken Leg, from which thou canſt draw a more plentif 
Maintenance than I from all my Limbs in Perfection. P. 
thee, Friend, why would'ſt thou beg of me ? Doſt think 


am rich ? 
Crip. No, Sir, and therefore I believe you Charitabk 
Your warm Fellows are fo much above the Senſe bf our M 
ſery, that they can't pity us: and J have always found i 
by ſad Experience, as needleſs to beg of a rich Man, a, dref 
Clergyman. Our greateſt BenefaQors, the brave Office % 
are all diſbanded, and muſt now turn Beggars like myſel 
and ſo, Times are very hard, Sir, | 
Reeb, What! Are the Soldiers more charitable than ti 
Clergy ? | | to b 
Crip. Ay, Sir, a Captain will ſay Dam'me, and give MAI - 
Sixpence; and a Parſon ſhall whine out God blefs me, ail ». 
give me not a Farthing ; Now I think the Officer's Blei 
much the beſt. \ - \& v1 
Roeb, Are the Beaus never compaſſionate ? 
Crip. The great full Wigs they wear flop their Far: | 
.Cloſe, that they can't hear us; and if they ſhou'd, they new 
have any Farthings about em. 
Noeb. The. Tam a Beau, Friend; therefore pray les 
me. Begging from a generous Soul that has not to beſos 
is more tormenting than Robbery to a Miſer in his Abs 
dance. Prithee, Friend, be thou chatitable for once; 1 
only the Favour which rich Friends beftow, a little 4 
vice: I am as poor, as thou art, and am deſigning to u 
Soldier. a — ) a win 
- ' Grip, No, no, Sir; ſee what an bonourable Poſt 1 1 
forc'd to ſtand to, my Rags are Scare-crows ſufficient 
frighten any one from the Field; rather turn Bird of Pit 
at home. | | [ Sheavrng his Cru 
Reeb. Grammercy, old Devil; I find Hell has its Pin 
of the poorer Sort, as well as of the wealthy. I fand 
Friend, thou baft got a Cloven Foot inſtead of a bro« 
Leg. is a hard Caſe that a Man muſt never expect to 
nearer Heav'n than ſome Steps of a Ladder. But tis 
avoidable; I have my Wants to lead, and the Devil ., 
drive; and if I can't meet my Friend Lowewell, (Wh 


ql 
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| ink impoſſible, being ſo great a Stranger in Town) For- 
15 Pine, thou haſt done thy worlt ; I proclaim open War a- 
jan th nilt thee, 


nl TI flab the next rich Darling that I ſee; 
5 Aud killing him, be thus reveng'd on thee, 
think! [ Gees to the back Part of the Stage, as into the Walks; 
making ſome Turns creſs the Stage in Diſorder, whale 
ritabk the next ſpeak; Exit Beggar. 
our Mi Enter Lucinda ad Pindreſs. 7 ö 
ound Lac. Oh! theſe Summer Mornings are fo delicately fine, 
n, Bret, it does me good to be abroad. 
Dien Pin. Ay, Madam, theſe Summer Mornings are as plea- 
mylel8.: 0 young Folks, as the Winter Nights to marry'd Peo- 
or as your Morning of Beauty to Mr. Lowerve!!. 
than U Ic. Pm violently 12 aid the Evening of my Beauty will 
; lo his Share very ſoon; for I'm incl. nable to marry him. 
ge 0:1! ſoon lie under an Eclipſe, Pinareſs. 
me . Then it muſt be full Moon with your Ladyſhip. 
Bled twhy wou'd you chuſe to marry in Summer, Madam? 
Luc. I know no Cauſe, but that People are apteſt to 
rn mad in hot Weather, unleſs you take a Woman's Rea- 
vey TO”, What's that, Madam ? 
Luc. Why, 1 am weary of lying alone. 
Pin, Oh dear Madam ! Lying alone is very dangerous; 
apt to breed ſtrange Dreams, 
Luc, I had the oddeſt Dream laſt night of my Courtier 
t is to be, Squire Mockmede, He appeared crowded 
bot with a Dancing-Maſter, Puſhing-Maſter, Muſic- 
alter, and all the Thiong of Beau- makers; and methougbt 
mimic'd Foppery ſo aukwarcly, that bis Imitation was 
wiright burleſquing it. I burſt out a laughing fo hears 
„ that I awaken'd myſelf. | 
Pin. But Dreams go by Contraries, Madam, Haven te 
een him yet ? 
Luc, No; but my Uncle's Letter gives Account that he? 8 
uy come to Town from the Univerſity, where his Edu- 
on could reach no farther than to guzzle fat Ale, ſmoke 
* and chop Logic——Faugh——it makes me ſick. 
. But he's very rich, Madam; his — join to 
us in the Country. ; 
| Lac, 
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Luc. Ay, but his Concerns ſhall never join to mine in th 
City : For fince | have the Diſpoſal of my own Fortur 
Lowewell's the Man for my Money. 

Pin, Ay, and for my Money; for I've had above twen 
Pieces from him ſince his Courtſhip began. He's the pre 
tieſt ſober Gentleman; I have ſo ſtrong an Opinion of |j 
Modeſty, that I'm afraid, Madam, your firſt Child will be 
Fool. 

Luc. Oh God forbid ! I hope a Lawyer underſtands Bu 
neſs better than to beget any thing non compo; — T he Wali 
fill apace; the Enemy approaches, we mult ſet out our fa 
Colours. | [Put on their Mal 

Pin. We Maſks are the pureſt Privateers ! Madam, he 
would you like to cruiſe about a little ? 

Luc. Well enough, hadwe no Enemies but our Fops a 
Cits : But I dread theſe bluſtring Men of War, the 0k 
cers, who after a Broad-fide of Damme's and Sinkme's, 2 
for boarding all Maſks they meet as lawful Prize. 

Pin, In Truth, Madam, and the moſt of them are la 
ful Prize, for they generally have French Ware und 
Hatches. | 

Luc. Ob hideous ! O' my Conſcience, Girl, thou'rt qu 
ſpoil'd. An Actreſs upon the Stage would bluſh at ſu 
Expreſſions. 6 | 

Pin. Ay, Madam, and your Ladyſhip would- ſeem 
bluſh in the Box, when the Redneſs of your Face proce 
ed from nothing but the Conſtraint of holding your Laug 
ter, Didn't you chide me for not putting a ſtronger La 
in your. Stays, when vou had broke one as ſtrong # 
hempen Cord with containing a violent Tehee at a ſmut 
jeſt in the laſt Play ? 

Luc. Go, go, thou'rt a naughty Girl! that impertio 
. Chat has diverted us from our Bus'neſs. I'm afraid Ln 


Luc, 1 
quaint 
ur Cor 
Peop 
Reeb, 

at, ame 
ne ove 


ir ſince 


«veil has miſs'd us for Want of the Sign. But whi be. 1 
have we here? An odd Figure, ſome Gentleman in I 1 
guiſe, I believe. dag. 
Pin. Had he a finer Suit on, I ſhou'd believe him i Play 
Diſguiſe ; for I fancy his Friends have only known hin Ag x 
that this -T'welve-month. hos i 
Luc His Mien and Air ſhew him a Gentleman, and * 0 
Cloaths demonſtrate him a Wit. He may afford us {a "" \ 
bport. I have a Female Inclination to talk to him, 3 


o 


E —— woo. 


by telling who you are; and then I'll unmaſk, and {i 
 whol am. 


420 Love and 4 Bottle, 


Luc. And have your Ladies no Springes to catch %emi 
Roch. No, Madam; our own Country affords us my 
better Wild-fowl, But they are generally ftripped of ti, 
Feathers by the Play-houſe and Taverns ;. in both whi 
they pretend to be Critics; and our ignorant Nation in 
2 a full Wig as infallible a Token of a Wit as 

aurel. 

Luc. Oh Lard | and here *tis the certain Sign of 
Blockhead. But why no Poets in Treland, Sir? 

Roeb. Faith, Madam, I know not, unleſs St. Pat 
ſent them a packing with other venomous Creatures out 
Trelarid. Nothing that carries a Sting in its Tongue 
live there. But fince I have deſcribed my Country, let! 
know a little of Exgland, by a Sight of your Face. 

Luz. Come you to Particulars firſt, Pray, Sir, unmidl 


Roeb. You muſt diſmiſs your Attendant then, Mada 
for the diſtinguiſhing Particular of me is a Secret, 
Pin. Sir, I can keep a Secret as well as my Miſtreſs; a 
the greater the Secrets are, I love 'em the better. 

Luc. Can't they be whiſper'd, Sir ? 

Roch, Oh yes, Madam, I can give you à Hint, by whi 


ne Ja 
luſter, 
ogue 

Ing he 
or OW 


you may underſtand em- Leve 
[ Pretends to aper, and if; H Neeb 
Lue. Sir, you're impudent. ed a 


little 
ty. 


Roeb. Nay, Madam, ſince you' re 0 good at mind 
Folks, have with you. [Catches her faſt, carrying hert 


Lu > Lewe. 

— Help! help ! help! | nn 
Enter Lovewell. Roeb, 

Lowe. Villain, unhand the Lady, and defend thy" ace 


Hrn pert! 


Roeb. What! Koighe Errants in this Country | No omar 
the Devil very opportunely ſent me a Throat to cut; Hm al 
Heaven his Pockets be well lin'd. [Quits en, they g ve. 
—— Have at thee———St. George for England. , ha 

17 hey fight, after ſome Paſſes Roebuck e Neeb 

1 rien Lawewwell ! back and p King 2 
Love. My dear Roebuck ! cauſe 

[ Fling down their Swords and embroy*venver 

Shall I believe my Eyes ? dd you 
I AVHe. 


Vor, 
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1 emi N. You may believe your Ears; 'tis I, egad. 

us mu Lv. Why, thy being in London is ſuch a Myſtery, that 
of tiMmuſt have the Evidence of more Senſes than one to con- 
th whim me of its Truth. — — hut pray unſold the Riddle. 


Roeb. Why faith 'tis a Riddle. You wonder at it before 
2 Explanation, then wonder more at yourſelf for not 


ueſſing it. What is the univerſal Cauſe of the continued 
vils of Mankind ? 


Lese. The univerſal Cauſe of our continued Exils is 


Pare Devil ſure. 

es ou Roeeb. No, 'tis the Fleſh, Ned That very Woman 
10 ve at drove us all out of Parad/e has ſent me a packing out 
„ let eland. 

. Love, How ſo? 


anm:WM2#::54. Only taſting the forbidden Fruit; that was all. 
Lowe, Is ſimple Fornication become fo great a Crime 
ere, as to be puniſhable by no lefs than Baniſhment? 
Reb. ] gad, mine was double Fornication, Ned——— 
ne Jade was ſo pregnant to bear Twins, the Fruit grew in 
luſters! and my unconſcionable Father, becauſe I was a 
ogue in debauching her, wou'd make me a Fool by wed- 
Ing her: But T would not marry a Whore, and he wou'd 
ot own a diſobedient Son, and fo 
Live But was ſhe a Gentlewoman ? 

Neeb. Plhaw! No, ſhe had no Fortune. She wore in- 
eed a Silk Mantua and High-head ; but theſe are grown 
little Sigos of Gentlity now-a-days, as that is of Chaſ- 


fry 


— 


| Love. But what Neceſſity forc'd you to leave the King- 
om ? ; 


Roeb. I'll tell you — To ſhun th' inſulting Authority of 


d thy" iocens'd Father, the dull and often repeated Advice of 
Drin pertinent Relations, the continual Clamours of a furious 
Now omann, and the ſhrill Bawling of an ill natut'd Baſtatd 

ot ; Mom all which, good Lord deliver me. 

they ve. And fo you left them to Grand Dadda!———Ha, 


a, ha! 


Rees Heav'n was pleas'd to leſſen my Affliction, by 
king away the She-brat ; but the other is, I hope, well, 
cauſe a brave Bey, whom I chriſten'd Edward, after thee, 
ved] ; I made bold to make my Man ſtand for you, 
. bone Siter ſent her Maid to give her Name to my 
wohter, 


Vol. I. F Lowe» 


* 
1 
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Lowe. Now you talk of my Siſter, pray how does ſhe? d we 
Roeb. Dear Loveavell, a very Miracle of Beauty barg. 


Goodneſs. But I don't like her. | Liv 

Lowe. Why? N Reed 
 Reeb. She's virtuous ; and I think Beauty and Vin er, i 
are as ill joined as Lewdneſs and Uglineſs. Lew 
Love. But I hope your Arguments could not make her Rocb 
Proſelyte to this Profeflion ? low y 


Roeb. Faith I endeavour'd it; but that plaguy Hor Lew 
——— Damn it for a Whim Were it as honourable { 
Women to be Whores, as Men to be Whore-maſters, » 
ſhou'd have Lewdneſs as great a Mark of Quality amo 
the Ladies, as 'tis now among the Lords. 

Leve. What! do you hold no innate Principle of Vin 
in Woman? | 

Roeb. I hold an innate Principle of Love in them: The 
Paſſions are as great as ours, their Reaſon weaker. Wea 
mire them, and conſequently they muſt us, And I tell the 
once more, That had Woman no Safe-guard but your! 
nate Principle of Virtue, honeſt George Reebuck wou'd Hes, a 
Jain with your Siſter, Ned, and ſhou'd enjoy a Counteſs did b 


fore Night. | leces, 
Love. But methinks, George, twas not fair to-tempt -Hameſt 
Siſter, cient t 


Roecb. Methinks 'twas not fair of thy Siſter, Ned, to ten urava 
me. As ſhe was thy Sitter, I had no Deſign upon be Nees. 
but as ſhe's a pretty Woman, I could ſcarcely forbear iqWnoſt 1 
were ſhe my own. y tir" 
Tove. But, upon ſerious Reflection, cou'd not you it of s 
liv'd better at home by turning thy Whore into thy Wie exh; 
than here by turning other Mens Wives into Whowecruit | 
There are Merchants Ladies in London, and you mult ten —. 


with them, for aught I ſee. [. 

Roeb. Ay, but is the Trade open? Is the Manufaca Ly, 
encourag'd, old Boy ? Reeb. 

Lowe. Oh, wonderfully ! —— a great many poor Pe oman 
live by't. Tho” the Huſbands are for engroſſing he Lich m 
the Wives are altogether for encouraging Interlopers. Oh | 
I hope you have brought ſome ſmall Stock to ſer up wit Liz: 

Roeb. The Greatneſs of my Wants, which wou'd , Love. 
me te diſcover em, makes me bluſh to own 'em. 4 


Why faith, Ned, I had a great Journey from re/and hit 


s ſhe? 
ty a 


Vin 
ce her 


Hor 
able 
ers, 
amoi 
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d wou'd burthen myſelf with no more than juſt neceſſary 
harp es. | 
* Oh, then you have brought Bills. 

Roch. No, faith. Exchange of Money from Dublin hi- 
er, is ſo unreaſonable high, that 
Love, What! | 
Roeb, That—Zoons, I have not one Farthing 
low you-underſtand me. 

Leve. No, faith, I never underſtand one that comes in 
na pauperis; I ha'nt ſtudy'd the Law fo long for nothing. 

But what Proſpect can you propoſe of a Supply? 
Reeb. I'll tell you. When you appear'd, I was juſt thank- 
g my Stars for ſending me a Throat to cut, and conſe- 
vently a Purſe. But my Knowledge of you prevented me 
f that Way, and therefore I think you're oblig'd in Return 
o aſſiſt me by ſome better Means. You were once an ho- 
elt Fellow; but ſo long Study in the Inns may alter a Man 
rangely, as you ſay. _ _. 

Love. No, dear Roebuck, I am till a Friend to thy Vir» 
es, and eſteem thy Follies as Foils only to ſet them off. 
did but rally you; and to convince you, here are ſome 
jeces, Share of what I have about me: Take them as 
arneſt of my farther Supply; you know my Eſtate is ſut- 
cent to maintain us both, if you will either reſtrain your 
xtravagancies, or | retrench my Neceſſaries. 

Roeb. Thy Profeſſion of Kindneſs is ſo great, that I cou'd 
moſt ſuſpe& it of Deſign, But come, Friend, Iam hear- 
ly tir'd with the Fatigue of my Journey, beſides a violent 
it of Sickneſs which detain'd me a Month at Cæventry, to 
ie exhauſting of my Health and Money. Let me only 
ecruit by a Reliſh of the Town in Love and a Bottle, and 
len——Oh Keavens! and Earth! | ; 

[4s they are going off,, Roebuck farts back ſurprix d. 

Love, What's the matter, Man? 

Rieb, Why, Death and the-Devil ! or, what's worſe, a 
"oman and a Child — Oons! don't you ſee Mrs. Trudge 
th my Baſtard in her Arms crofling the Field towards us? 

Uh the indefatigable Whore, to follow me all the Way 
d London . . ? . 

Love, Mrs. Tridge! my old Acquaintaince. 

Reeb, Ay, ay, the very ne your old Acquaintance : 


| 
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and for aught I know, you might have clubb'd about udo 
ting the Brats. ; ou'c 

Love. 'Tis but reaſonable then I ſhou'd pay Share of tif 1:4 
Reckoning. VII! help to provide for her; in the mera; 
Time you had beſt retire.—— Bruſb, conduct this Gente 2 
man to my Lodgings, and run from thence to Widow or 
finch's, and provide a Lodging with her for a Friend it o 
mine. Fly, and come back preſently.— [ Z x:Wo: ! 
Roeb. and Bruſh.] So; my Friend comes to Ton 
like thg Great Turk to the Field, attended by his Cona 
bines and Children; and I'm afraid theſe are but Part of h 
Retinue but hold | ſhan't be able to ſuſtain 
Shock of this Woman's Fury. Ill withdraw till ſhe |; 
diſcharg'd her firſt Volley, then ſurprize her, 

Enter Trudge, with a Child crying. 

Huſh, huſh, huſh And indeed it was a young Tr 
veller.—— And what wou'd it fay? It ſays that Daddy! 
a falſe Man, a cruel Man, an ungrateful Man. | 
troth ſo he is, my dear Child. —— What ſhall! I do with! 
poor Creature !— Huſh, huſh, huſh Was en 
pope Woman in ſuch a lamentable Condition? Immediar 
y after the Pains of one Travail, to undergo the Fatiz ues 
another | But I'm ſure he can never do well; for thi 
I can't find him, my Curſes, and the Miſery of this Bü 


will certainly reach him. KK 
Love. Mothinks. I ſhou'd know that Voice — [M enri 
forward.) What! Mrs. Trudge! and in London / who affo, 
brave Boy haſt thou got there ? nd Br 
Trud. Oh Lord! Mr. Lowerell/ | am very glad to Pin. 
you ard yet I am aſham'd ta ſee you. But indeed Pekin, 


promis d to marry me. [Crying] and you know, Mr. I 
evell, that he's ſuch a handſome Man, and ſo many Ways 


inſinuating ! that the Frailty of Woman's Nature cou'd Le. 
reſiſt him. *\pis*c 
Love. What's all this? — A handſome Man! Ways WW" Vi 
infinuating ! Frailty of Nature! I don't underſa*ng'd. 
theſe ambig uous Terms. ay, th 
Trud. Ah, Mr. Lovewell! I am ſure you have ſeen My a ſen 
Roebuck, and I am ſure 'twou'd be the firſt Thing he woe m. 
tell you. I refer to you, Mr. Lowerwe/l, if he is not an vl 


grateful Man, to deal fo barbarouſly with any Woman * 
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id us*d him fo civilly. I was kinder to him than I 
ou'd have been to my own born Brother. 

love. O then I find Kifling goes by Favour, Mrs. 
rudoe. 

2 Faith you're al! alike ; you Men are alike—— 
oor Child! he's as like his own Dadda, as if he were 
dit out of his Mouth. See, Mr. Lowewell, if he has 
ot Mr. Roebuck's Noſe to a Hair; and you know he has 

very good Noſe ; and the little Pigſny his Mamma's 
outh,— Oh the little Lips! and *tis the beſt natur'd 
tle Dear [Se and kiſſes it. — And wou'd it 

k it's Godfather's Blefling !——Indeed, Mr. Lowvewell, 
believe the Child knows you. 

Love. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I will give it my Bleſſing. 

[ Gives it Gold. 

[A. he gives her the Gold, enter Lucinda and 

Pindreſs, who ſeeing them fland, abſcond, 

ome, Madam, I'll firſt ſettle you in a Lodging, and 
en find the talſe Man, as you call him 

[Exit Lovewell. 


Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward. 

Luc, The falſe Man is found already Was 
dere ever ſuch a lueky Diſcovery ?—— — My Care for 
1s Preſervation brought me back, and now behold how 
7 Kindneſs is return'd ! ——Their Fighting was a 
ownright Trick to frighten me from the Place, thereby 
5 1 him an Opportunity of entertaining his Whore 
ic Brat. 

Ha. Your Conjecture, Madam, bears a Colour; for 
poking back, I could perceive 'em talk very familiarly; 
d that they cou'd not be Strangers, as their pretended 
Garrel would intimate. 

Lac. Tis all true, as he js falſe.— What! ighted ! 
e pis'd! my honourable Love truck'd for a Whote! 
Vh Villain! Epitome of the Sex !——But I'll be re- 
eng' d. I'll marry the firſt that aſks me the Queſtion ; 


ay, though he be a diſbanded Soldier, or a poor Poet, 

ra ſenſeleſs Fop !—— Nay, tho' impotent, Fll marry 

im. | 

Pin, Oh, Madam! that's to be reveng'd on yourſelf. 

Luc, I care not, Fool! I deſerve Puniſhment for my 

redulity, as much as he for his Falſhood.—— And you 
| F 3 


deſerve 
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deſerve it too, Minx ; your Perſuaſions drew me to thifny 
Aſſignation: I never lov'd the falſe Man. id he 
Pin. That's falſe, J am ſure. | F/ Tu 
Ic. But you thought to get another Piece of G.. St 

We ſhall have him giving you Money on the ſame Scoadgi 


he was ſo liberal to his Whore juſt now, f my 
| [Yalks about in a Paſſu er. 
Enter Lovewell. | Low 
Lewe. So much for Friendſhip - now for my LorſWecelig 
-- ha'nt trangreſſed much——Oh, there ſhe is 5ry 
Oh my Angel ! [ Runs 10 brWothin 
Zuc. Oh thou Devil! { Starts ba Lov 
Lowe, Not unleſs you damn me, Madam. uch 


Luc. You're damn'd already; you're a Man. 

| [ Exit, puſhing Pindre 

Lowe. You're a Woman, I'll be ſworn.— Hey diy 
what giddy Female Planet rules now! By the Lord, the 
Women are like their” Maidenheads. no ſooner font 
than loſt, ——- Here, Brußb, run after Pindre/5, and kno 
the Occaſion of this. — [Bruſh runs. Stay, con 
back. Zoons, I'm a Fool. 
Bruſb. That's the firſt wiſe Word you have ſpoke 
theſe two Months. 
ave Trouble me with your untimely Jeſts, Sim 
and PI! | 
Bru}. Your Pardon, Sir; I'm in downright Earnd 
*Tis a leſs Slavery to be Apprentice to a famous Cl: 
ſurgeon, than to a Lover, He falls out with me, be 
cauſe he can't fall in with his Miſtreſs, I can bear it aW-ourt! 
longer. ook; a8 h dey're 
Tove. Sirrah, what are you a mumbling ? Lowe 
Bruſh. A ſhort Prayer before 1 depart, Sir, I h 5r:/ 
been thee three Years your Servant, but now, Sir, ad fi 
your humble Servant. [ Bows as gui leſſag 
Lowe. Hold, you ſhan't leave me. lan fo 
Bruſh. Sir, you can't be my Maſter, Love 
Love. Why ſlo? n this 

' Bruſh. Becauſe you are not your own Maſter ; yet 0 2 
would think you might, for you have loſt your Miſtre"gap'our © 
Oons ! Sir, let her go, and a fair Riddance. Who throqgipeeve tl 
away a Teſter and a Miſtreſs, loſes Six-pence. TW rtue 
little pimping Cupid is a blind Gunner, Had he ſhot Mat B. 
a mai 
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e to ny Darts as I have carry'd Billet Deux, he wou'd have 
id her kicking with her Heels up ere now. In ſhort, 
ny Patience is worn to the Stumps with attending; 
}f Go Shozs and Stockings are upon their laſt Legs with 
e ScorfW@udging between you. I have ſweat out all my Moiſture 
my Hand with palming your clammy Letters upon 
; PaſinWcr. I have | 
Love, Hold, Sir; your Trouble is now at an End, for 
iy Lore deſign to marry her. 
e is— -. And have you courted her theſe three Years, for 
ns to leothing but a Wife? 
arts b Love. Do you think, Raſcal, I wou'd have taken fo 
uch Pains to make her a Miſs ? 
Bruſb. No, Sir; the tenth Part on't wou'd ha'done. 
P/ndroF—But if you are reſolv'd to marry, God b'w'ye. 
ley du Love. What's the Matter now, Sirrah ? 
rd, the B. Why, the Matter will be, that I muſt then 
-r fou mp for her.— Hark ye, Sir, what have you been doing 
d kno! this while, but teaching her the Way to cuckold 
y, cone! — Take care, Sir; look before you leap. You 
ave a tickliſh Point to manage. —Can you tell, 
ſpoba i what's her Quarrel to you now ? 
Love, I can't imagine. I don't remember that ever I 
ended her. 
Bruſh. That's it, Sir. She reſolves to put your E:f- 


, Sirral 


Earnelf eis to the Teſt now, that ſhe may with more Security 
1s Cl ey upon't hereafter, — Always ſuſpe&t thoſe Women of 
me, MMeſgns that are for ſearching into the Humours of their 
ear it Mourtiers; for they — intend to try them when 


tey're marry'd. 
Love, How cam'ſt thou ſuch an Engineer in Love? 
Bruſh. I have ſprung ſome Mines in my Time, Sir; 
nd fince I have trudg'd ſo long about your amorous 
leſſages, I have more Intrigue in the Sole of my Feet, 
han ſome Blockheads in their whole Body, | 
Love. Sirrah, have you ever diſcover'd any Behaviour 
n this Lady, to — this ſuſpicious Diſcourle ? 
Bruſh. Sir, has this Lady ever diſcover'd any Beha- 
our of yours to occaſion this ſuſpicious Quarrel ? I be- 
eve the Lady has as much of the innate Principle of 
ürtue (as the Gentleman ſaid) as any Woman, But 
nat Baggage, her Attendant, is about raviſhing her 
; F 4 Lady's 
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Lady's Page every Hour, *Tis an old Saying, Li Re 
Mafter, like Man; why not as well, Lite Miftre/i, . “ 
Maid? | from 

Lewe. Since thou art for trying Humovrs, have wii Red 
you, Madam Lucinda. Beſides, 15 fair an Oppor tui 
offers, that Fate ſeem'd to deſign it. — Have you | Poet 
the Gentleman at my Lodgings ? Hight, 

Bruſh. Ves, Sir, and ſent a Porter to his Inn to bim Colle 
his Things thither, 

Lewe. That's right. Love, like other DiſeaſW £** 
mult ſometimes have a deſperate Cure. The School ee 
Venus impoſes the ſtrict Diſcipline ; and awful Cupid i 33 


chaſtning God: He whips ſeverely— Court 
Brußb. Not if we kiſs the Rod. 2 2 

6T 

The End of the Fir A. Ia 
C6000000000:0:0000200000 7 
| prove 

| ACT I. fall of 
SCENE, Lovewell's Lodgings. 8 


Enter Lovewell, Roebuck are, and Bruſh. 
Lewe. ON Conſcience, the fawning Creature lou 


you. 


have 1 
preve 
an ho! 


Reeb. Ay, the conſtant Effects of debauching a Wi 2 
man are, that ſhe infallibly loves the Man for doing t L * 
Buſineſs, and he certainly hates her. — But what Cot or t. 
pany 1s ſhe like to have at this ſame Widow's, Bru/b? 7 

Bruſp. Oh the beſt Company, Sir; a Poet lives ther * 
Sir. i | 

Reeb. They're the worſt Company, for they're i Te 
natur'd. bh 

Bruſh. Ah, Sir, but it does no Body any Harm; f 2 
theſe Fellows that get Bread by their Wits are alva * 
forc'd to eat their Words. They muſt be good 2 
tur'd, *ſpight of their Teeth, Sir. *Tis ſaid he pays! agg: 
Lodging by cracking ſome ſmutty Jeſts with his Lag | ' 
lady over-night; for ſhe's very well pleas'd with | ng, 

np, 


Natural Parts. [Mile Roeb. and Bruſh talk, Loves 
r ſeems to projet ſomei bing by 8 
Wo 
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. Rech. What other Lodgers are there? 

5 "i Bru. Ore newly enter'd, a young Squire, juſt come 
%% com the Univerſity. 

Reeb. A mere Peripatetic, I warrant him. A 


3 very pietty Family; a Heathen Philoſopher, an Engliſb 
oer, and an Tri Whore. Had the Landlady but an 
1 Highland Piper to join with 'em, ſhe might ſet up for a 
o b, Collection of Monſters. —Any Body within? [Slaps 


1 Lovewell oz the Shoulder. 
: Lewe. Yes, you are my Friend. All my Thoughts 
4. were . bee In ſhort, I ken ond Regueſt 
to make, That you would renounce your looſe wild 
Courſes, and lead a ſober Life, as I do. 

Roeb. That I will, if you'll grant me a Boon. 

Love, You ſhall have it, be't what it will. 

Reeb, That you wou'd relinquiſh your preciſe ſober 
Bchaviour, and live like a Gentleman as I do. 

2 2766 Love, That I can't grant. 

; 8 Ricb. Then we're off: Tho' ſhou'd your Women 
prove no better than your Wine, my Debaucheries will 
tall of themſelves, for Want of Temptation. 

Lowe. Our Women are worſe than our Wine; our 
Claret has but little of the French int. but our Wenches 
have the Devil and all : They are both adulterated ; to 
prevent the Inconveniencies of which, I'll provide you 
an honourable Miſtreſs. 

Roch, An honourable Miſtreſs 53 what's that? 

Lowe. A virtuous Lady, whom you muſt love and 
court; the ſureſt Method of reclaiming you, As 
thus: Thoſe ſuperfluous Pieces you throw away in 
Wine, may be laid out 

Rees. To the Poor? 

Lowe, No, no: In Sweet Powder, Cravats, Garters, 
dnuff. boxes, Ribbons, Coach-hire, and Chair-hire. 
Thoſe idle Hours which you miſpend with lewd ſophi- 
licated Wenches mult be dedicated 

Rech. To the Church? 

Love. No; to the innocent and charming Converſa- 
ton of your virtuous Miſtreſs; by which Means, the 
o moſt exorbitant Debaucheries, Drinking and Who- 
ung, will be retrench'd, 

F5 Rob, 


chool | 
wpid i 


Evin 
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Reoeb. A very fine Retrenchment truly! J muſt , Te: 
deſpiſe the honeſt jolly Converfation at the Taven he's: 
for the foppiſh, affected, dull, infipid Entertainment RVirtu 
the Chocolate-houſe; muſt quit my Freedom with i Ro 
genious Company, to harneſs myſelf to Foppery amonWetter 
the fluttering Crowd of Cupid's Livery-boys,——— I ree 
ſecond Articles is, Ihat I muſt refign the Company ll he 
lewd Women for that of my innocent Miftreſs; that i, Y 
I muſt change my eaſy natural Sin of Wenching, to thaWncon! 
conſtrain'd Debauchery of Lying and Swearing.———W:uch 
The many Lies and Oaths that | made to thy Siſter, wil 
£0 nearer to damn me, than if I had enjoy'd her a hu 
dred times over. | 

Lowe. Oh Roebuck! your Reaſon will maintain d 
contrary when you're in Love. 

Roeb, That is, when I have loſt my Reaſon : Com: 
come, a Wench, a Wench, a "ſoft, white, eaſy, con 
ſenting Creature !———Prithee, Ned, leave Muſtinel 
and ſhew me the Varieties of the Town. 

Lede. A Wench is the leaſt Variety —— Look out 
See what a numerous Train trip along the Street there. 
Pointing outavark 
Reed. Oh Fer all theſe fine ſtately Creature Lowe 
Fare you well, Na. * | Roeb. 
[Runs cut; Lovewell catches him, and pulls him bac Love. 
Prithee let me go; 'tis a Deed of Charity; Pm quien ſha 
ſtarv'd. I'll juſt take a ſnap, and be with you in tops D 
Twinkling—— As you're my Friend——1 muſt go. Love 

Love. Then we muſt break for all together— either 


prom t 
Low 
dan y 
Knetor 
our 0 
Reeb 
you 
Lowe 
Orn ir 
ate, 


Reeb. 


[Nuit bim. — — He that will leave his Friend e Sex 
a Whore, I reckon a Commoner in Friendſhip as en Ro 
Love. Et ans in 

Roeb. If you ſaw how ill that ſerious Face become: &eeb. 
Fellow or your Years, you wou'd never wear it agengences. 
Youth is Ae in any Maſquerade but Gravity. Lide. 

Lowe. Tho' Lewdneſs ſuits much worſe with y Neeb. 
Circumſtances, Sir. 8 | ] Love, 

Roch. Ay, theſe Circumſtances! Damn theſe pl. 
cumſtances.— There he has hamſtring'd me. This fil by, 

" verty! how eit makes a Man ſneak !— Well; prit>en for 
let's know this deviliſh virtuous' Lady. By the Ci "eo 

art: 


cumſtances of my Body, I fhall ſoon be off or on on he 


» 
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Love. Know then, for thy utter Condemnation, that 
e's a Lady of Eighteen, Beautiful, Witty, and nicely 
irtuous. 
Rob. A Lady of Eighteen ! Good — Beautiful! 
better —-- Witty! Beſt of all. — Now with theſe 
hree Qualifications, if ſhe be nicely virtuous, then 
11 henceforth adore every thing that wears a Petticoat 
Witty and Virtuous ! Ha, ha, ha! Why, 'tis as 
conſiſtent in Ladies as Gentlemen; and were I to de- 
hauch one for a Wager, her Wit ſhou'd be my Bawd. 


from the Tree of Knowledge, Boy. 

Love. Right But there was a cunninger Devil 
aan you to tempt. I'll aſſure you, George, your 
Khetoric wou'd fail you here; ſhe wou'd worſt you at 
our own Weapons, 


„ co] Rceb. Ay, or any Man in England, if ſhe be Eighteen, 
a tinchWs you ſay. 

Love. Have a Care, Friend ; this Satire will get you 
ut orn in Pieces by the Females; you'll fall into Orpheus's 
here. Haie. 


Reeb. Orpheus was a Blockhead, and deſerv'd his Fate. 
Love. Why ? 

Rob, Becauſe he went to Hell for a Wife. 
Love. 'This happens right [ 4/ede] But 
ou ſhall go to Heav'n for a Miſtreſs ; you ſhall court 
s Divine Creature I don't deſire you to fall 


itavard 
>2ature:! 


n back. 
m quit 
| 1n tit 


g0. Love with her; I don't intend you ſhould marry her 
r- ber: But you muſt be convinc'd of the Chaſtity of 
iend e Sex; tho? if you ſhould conquer her, the Spoil, 


p a5 Rogue, will be glorious, and infinitely worth the 
ans in attaining, 

come: Rees. Ay, but Ned, my Circumſtances, my Circum- 

it ageußherces. 

Lide. Come, you ſhan't want Money, 

ith ye Nees. Then I dare attempt it. Money is the Sinews 
Love, as of War. Gad, Friend, thou art the braveſt 

mp I ever heard of —— Well, give me Directions to 


This Pa! by, the Name of my Port, lade my Pockets, and 
„ prithchhen tor the Cape of Good Hope. 
the e. You need no Directions as to the Manner of 


vurtfhip, 


F6 5 Roeb, 


Come, come, the forbidden Fruit was pluck'd 
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Noe b. No; J have ſeen ſome few Principles, on which my 
Courtſhip's founded, which ſeldom fail. To let a Lady rely 
upon my Modeſty, but to depend myſelf altogether up 
my Impudence ; to uſe a Miſtreſs like a Deity in public, bu 
like a Woman in private: To be as cautious then of aiking 
an impertinent Queſtion, as afterwards of telling a Story; 
remembring, that the Tongue is the only Member that 
can't hurt a Lady's Honour, though touched to the tender 
Part, 

Lowe. Oh! but to a Friend, George; you'll tell a Friend 
your Succeſs, 

Roch. No, not to her very ſelf; it mult be as private CE 
Devotion—— No babbliog, unleſs a ſqualling Brat pee Her 
out to tell Tales Burt where lies my Courſe ? 

Love. Brujpþ thall ſhew you the Houſe; the Lad 
Name is Lacinda; her Father and Mother dead; {he\ 
Heireſs to Twelve Hundred a Year : But above all, cb 
ſerve this; She has a Page, which you muſt get on you 
ide: Tis a very pretty Boy; I preſented him to the Lady 
about a Fortnight ago; he's your Countryman too; he 
brought me a Letter from my Siſter, which I have abou 
INC. ———— Here, you may read it. 

Rocb. Ay, "tis her Hand; I know it well; and J alma 
bluſh to ſee it. 4 4 


Reads Dear Brotber, 
Lady of my Acqyaintance lately dying, begg'd me 411 
Ja Requeſt, to previae for this Bey, who was her Pay: 
1 hope { hade obe d my Friena's laſt Command, and oblig'ii 
Brother, by Jending him to you. Pray diſpoſe of him as mu 
as you can for his Advantage. All Friends are well, and 
an Your affectionate Siſter, Leanttt 

„ 

[While be reads, Lovewell talks to Bruſh, a 


gives him ſome Directions ſeeming) 


All Friends are well : Is that all ? Not a Word of pot 
Reebuck [ wonder ſhe mention'd nothing of ©s 
Mis fortunes to her Brother. But ſhe has forgot me altea 
True Woman ſtill ———z-Well, I may excuſe her, fa 

am making all the Haſte 1 can to forget her, 


Lou 
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hich i Lowe. Be fure you have an Eye upon him, and come to 
dy reh e preſently at Widow Bullfinch's [Te Bruſh. ]—— 
er upo ell, George, you won't communicate your Succels ? | Ade. 
bie, bu Roeb. You may gueſs what you pleaſe I'm as 
f aſkingWerry after a Miſtreſs as after a Bottle All Air; 
z Story;Wrim full of Joy, like a Bumper of Claret, ſmiling and 
der ta parkling. 


Love. Then you'll certainly run over. 
Rob, No, no, nor ſhall J drink to any Body.— 
2 Friend [ Exeunt ſeveral,y. 


endet 


rivate CEN E changes to a Dining- room in Widow Bullfinch's 
it pee Houſe; a Flute, Muſic: book upon the Table; Caſe of Toys 


bang iag up. 


L ads) | 
1; fte %%, Rigadoon the Dancing-Mafter, leading in Mockmode 
all, ob- 5 betb Hands, as teaching him the Minuet ; be ſings, and 
Mn. youll Mockmode dances aukwardly ; Club follows. 
de La Rig. TTal—dal—-deral—-One—-Two——Tal dal 
00; \W-dal—deral—Coupe—Tal—dal—deral——Very well — 
e abouial—deral— Wrong —Tal—dal—deral— Toes out — Tal 
lal—-—deral Obſerve Time: Very well in- 
jeed, Sir; you ſhall dance as well as any Man in England ; 
you have an excellent Diſpoſition in your Limbs, Sir 
Obſerve me, Sir. 
[Here the Maſter dances a new Minuet; and at &very Cut 
ne 470 Club makes an aukward Imitation by leaping up.] 
er Pat And fo forth, Sir. | 
oblig'i al Mock. I'm afraid we ſhall diſturb my Landlady. 
as muy Rig. Landlady ! You muſt have a care of that; ſhe'll 
J. ani ever pardon you Landlady ! Every Woman, from a 
LeantvWounteſs to a Kitchen-wench, is Madam; and every Man, 
rom a Lord to a Lacquey, Sir. 85 

Mock. Mult I then loſe my Title of Squire, Squire 
leckmode ? | 
Rig. By all means, Sir; Squite and Fool are the ſame 


I alma 


4 


uſh, a 
eeming) 


of pooling here. 

of u Mok. That's very comical, faith—zBut is there an 
alread) & of Parliament for that, Mr. Rigadouon ? ——= Well, 
er, tor face | can't be a *Squire, I'll do as well; I have a great 


Etate, and want only to be a great Beau to qualify me 
ther for a Knight ar a Lord, By the Univerſe, I bave a 
great 


Loud 
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great Mind to bind myſelf Prentice to a Beau——Coy!t 
I but dance well, puſh well, play upon the Flute, an 
ſwear the moſt modiſh Oaths, I wou'd ſer up for Quality wit 
eber a young Nobleman of 'em all-———Pray what are the 


Mac 
Devil. 
Rig 


pat YC 


moſt faſhionable Oaths in Town ? Zoons, I take it, is a very Moc 
becoming one. lay tl 
* Rig. Zoons is only us'd by the diſbanded Officers a 
Bullies : But Zauns is the Beaux Pronunciation, jeart a 
Mock. Zauns. tymo 
Club. Zauns. rive 


Rig. Yes, Sir, we ſwear as we dance; ſmooth, and with:9" of 
 & Cadence.——Zauns! *Tis harmonious, and pleaſes e *'z 
Ladies, becauſe *tis ſoft Zauns, Madam is the Were | 
only Compliment our great Beaux paſs on a Lady. Iraltar 
Meck. But ſuppoſe a Lady ſpeaks to me, what muſt [MW Me 


ſay ? | Rip. 
Rig. Nothing, Sir——you muſt take Snuſh, grin, aut pl 
make her an humble Cringe — Thus lanet 


[ He bows Foppiſhly, and takes Snuſo; Mockmode imitam i Me 
him aukwardly; and taking Snuſb, ſretai Mater 
Rig. O Lard, Sir, you muſt never ſneeze; *tis as unbe- XI. 
coming after Orangeree, as Grace after Meat, e ſhes 
Mack. | thought People took it to clear the Brain. ome © 
Rig. The Beaux have no Brains at all, Sir; their Skull nd th 
a perfect Snuſh-box ; and I heard a Phyſician ſwear, wo epher 
open'd one of 'em, that the three Diviſions of his Head ve C 
fill'd with Orangeree, Bourgamot, and Plain Spaniſh, Rig. 
Mack. Zauns, I muſt ſneeze — Sneezes] ———— Blei ulbing 
me. . louriſ 
Rig. O fie, Mr. Mockmode ! What a ruſtical Expreſſon cr. 
that is! Bleſs me You ſhou'd upon all foci 
Occafions cry, Dem me. You would be as nauſeous to the Moc. 
Ladies, as one of the old Patriarchs, if you us'd that ob- Pardon 
ſolete Expreſſion. Mm. 
Club. 1 find that going to the Devil is very modiſh in thou fe 
Townw——Pray, Matter Dancing-maſter, what Religion 
may theſe Beaux be of ? 
Rig. A Sort of Indians in their Religion; they workhip 
the firſt thing they ſee in the Morning. 
Meck. What's that, Sir ? 
Rig. Their own Shadows in the Glaſs; and ſome of 'em 
ſuch Hellifh Faces, that may frighten em into Devotion. ; 
Meck, 


Coy 
ate, and 
ity with 
are the 
s A very 


ers and 


nd with 
ſes the 
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muſt! 


in, and 
imitate! 
ſneeze, 
s unbe⸗ 
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— Þlel 
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Meck. Then they are Indians right, for they worſhip the 


Devil. 

Rig. Then you ſhall be as great a Beau as any of 'em. 
ut you muſt be ſure to mind your Dancing. 1 

Moch. Is not Mufic very convenient too ? I can 
lay the Bells and Maiden Fair already. Alamire, Befabemi, 
ola, Delaſol, Ela, Effaut. Gefolreut. | have 'em all by 
jeart already, But I have been plaguily puzzled about the 
:ymology of theſe Notes; and certainly a Man cannot 
rrive at any Perfection, unleſs he underſtands the Deriva- 
on of the Terms. 

Ris. O Lard, Sir! That's eaſy, Efaut and Geſolreut 
vere two famous German Muſicians, and the reſt were 
talians, 

Mak. But why are they only ſeven ? 

Rig. From a prodigious great Baſs-Viol with ſeven Strings 
vat played a Jig, call'd the Mufic of the Spheres : The ſeven 
lanets were nothing but Fiddle-ſtrings. 

Mock. Then your Stars have made you a Dancing- 
laſter ? 

Rig. O Lard, Sir! Pythagoras was a Dancing Maſter ; 
e ſhews the Creation to be a Country Dance, where, after 
ome antic Changes, all the Parts fell into their Places, 
ind there they fland ready, till the next Squeak of a Philo- 
opher's Fiddle ſets them a dancing again. 

Club. Sir, here comes the Puſhing-Maſter. 

Rig. Then VIl be gone. But you muſt have a care of 
uſhing, 'twill ſpoil the Niceneſs of your Steps. Learn a 
louriſh or two; and that's all a Beau can have Occaſion 
3 


Enter Nimblewriſt. 
Mock. Oh, Mr. Nimblewrift ! I crave you ten thouſand 
Pardons, by the Univerſe. | 
Nimb. That was a home Thruſt, Good Sir, I hope 
Ou're for a Breathing this Morning. [| Takes down à Fel. ] 
['il affure you, Mr. Mockmoae, you will make an ex- 
ellent Swordſman; you're as well ſhap'd for Fencing as 
ay Man in Europe. The Duke of Burgundy is juſt of your 
lake; be puſhes the fineſt of any Man 1n France da, 
. like Lightning, 


| Meck, Lm much in love with Fencing : But, I think, 


word is the beſt Play, * 
Mo, 
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ly Dancipg-maſter has forbid me any more, left I ſhould 
iſcompoſe my Steps. 
Nimb. Your Dancing-maſter is a Blockhead, Sir. 

Enter Rigadoon. 


Rig. I forgot my Gloves, and fo 


been 


raphy 
with | 


he Ne 
th. 5 
Sword 
onour: 
tain e 
Coat 


Nimb. Zoons, Sir But, 

Rig. I have more Wit ia the Sole of my Foot, than you 
ve in your whole Body. 

Mb. Ay, Sir, you Caperers dance all your Brains into 
our Heels, which makes you carry ſuch empty Noddles. 
four Rational's revers'd, carrying your Underſtandings in 
our Legs. Your Wit is the perfect Antipedes to other 
len's. 

Rig. And what are you, good Monſieur, ſa, ſa? Stand 
pon your Guard, Mr. Mocæmode, he's the greateſt falfifies 


oble 


to ti 


py his Art; he'il fill yonr Head fo full of French Principles 
he Wh f Honcur, that you won't have one of Honey left. His 
on realt-piate there he calls the Butt of Honour ; at which 


= Fools in the Kingdom ſhoot, and not one can hit the 
ark, 

Nimb. You talk of Robin Hood, who never ſhot in his 
Bow, Sir. — You Dancers are the Battledores of the 
lation, that toſs the light foppiſh Shuttlecccks to and again, 
0 get yourſelves in heat. Have a care, Mr, Mockmoae ; 
bis Fellow will make a mere Graſhopper of you. 
dir, you're the grand Pimp to Foppery and Lewdneſs ; and 
he Devil and a Dancing-maſter dance a Corante over the 
'hole Kingdom. | 


T's; 
among 
ke ton 
lire! 
os, & 


d Span 


ng git 


= Rig. A Pimp, Sir! What then, Sir? I engage Couples 
| 22 /Woto the Bed of Love, but you match 'em into the Bed of 
Lows onour. We only juggle People out of their Chaſtity, 


but you cheat 'em out of their Lives. We ſhall have you, 


the r. Mockmoae, grinning in the Bed of Honour, as if you 


r? gbd at the Fool who mult be hang'd for you Which is 
ot in et. Mr. Nimbleabriſt, an eaſy Minuet, or a Tyburn Jigg ? 

bir Ba Mb. Don't provoke my Sword, Sir, left that Art you 
8 bf 0 revile ſhou'd revenge itſelf; for every one of you that 


Ive by Dancing, ſhou'd die by Puſhing, Sir. 
Rig. And every Man that lives by Puſhing, ſhou'd die 


Ours. Vancing, I take it, mb 
Nimbs 


M 


I ſhou'd have faid fo too.. [Gy 
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Nimb. Zoons, Sir! What d'ye mean ? Mock 
Rig. Nothing, Sir; Tal—-—dal ——deral - lden 
[ Dances. ] This takes the Ladies, Mr. Mockmad: ; thi Bull, 


runs away with all the great Fortunes in Town. Tho' or fir 
be a Fool, a Fop, a Coward, dance well, and you cat el, ar 
vate the Ladies. The moving a Man's Limbs plianty Mec4 
does the Buſineſs. If you want a Fortune, come to me—evera: 
Tal—— dal deral—— [DannWith th 

Mb. No, no, to me, Sir, —ſa, ſa.— — does your BU =“. 


neſs ſooneſt with a Woman: A clean and manly Exterſ amp 
of all your Parts—Ha—Cartying a true Point is the M Meck 
ter.—— Sa, fa, ſa, a, Defend yourſelf, | Puſbing Mere a 
Rigadoon, wwho dances and /ings, retiring off the Si Wi 
Enter Bullfinch. Bull, 
Bull. O Goodneſs! What a Room's here! Could e Liq 
Fellows wipe their Feet before they came vp ? And her'\WMitty. 
ſuch a tripping and ſuch a ſtamping, that they have bro Ml. 
down all the Cieling. You Dancing and Fencing- mae! drin 
have been the Downfal of many Houſes, Get out of re. 
Doors; my Houſe was never in ſuch a Pickle, —— I bat 
Country Gentlemen, newly come to London, like your on Bull. 
Spaniels out of a Pond, muſt be ſhaking the Water ciierity f 
and beſpatter every Body about you. Meck, 
[Mockmode having taken Snuſh, offering to ſiu ere. 
ſneezes in her Tau ounted 
Mock. Zauns, Madam, [Sneezes.] — Bleſs me hich i: 
Dem me, I mean. e Uni 
Bull. He's tainted. Theſe curſed Flies have blown upuſWandlad 
him already. Bull, 
Meck. Sa, fa,-—Defend Flankonade, Madam. ou! N 
Bull. Ah, Mr. Moci mode, my Puſhing and Dancing D:ypou'd b 
are done: But 1 had a Son, Mr. Mockmode, that wou Mack. 
match you Ah, my poor Robin! He dy'd of an Ay lep in 
plexy: He was as pretty a young Man as ever ſtep'd into Bull. 
black Leather Shoe: He was as like you, Mr. Mockmode, Wy, but 
one Egg is like another; he dy'd like an Angel —-—— ich the 
I am ſure he might have recover'd but for the Phyſicunantar 
———— Oh theſe Doctors, theſe Doctors  Wentlm: 
Mock. Bleſs the Doctors, I fay ; for I believe they killt Meck, 
my honeſt old Father, f him 
Bull. Ay, that's true: If my Robin had left me an Eftat 790 
AI Wa: 
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Mack, Zauns, Madam; you muſt” not be melancholy, 


J adam. 
de; w Bull. Well, Sir, I hope you'll give us the Beverage of 
ho” voor fine Cloaths. I'll aſſure you, Sir, they fit you very 
a cart Hel, and I like your Fancy mightily. | | 
lian Meck. Ay, ay, Madam. But what's moſt modiſh for 
me—Feverage ? For, I ſuppoſe, the Faſhion of that alters always 
Dan ith the Cloaths. 
ur Bu B=. The Taylors are the beſt Judges of that 
ctenfinWOhampaicne, I ſuppoſe. 
ze M Mock, Is Champaigne a Taylor? Now, methinks, that 
ging oWcre a fitter Name for a Wig-maker——l1 think they call 
e Stay Wig a Champaigne. | 
Bull, You're clear out, Sir, clear out, Champaigne 1s a 
uld age Liquor, which all your great Beaux drink to make em 
d here iny. 
e bro Met. Witty! Oh, by the Univerſe, I muſt be witty. 
.maſtenW! drink nothing elſe; I never was witty in all my Life. 
of nf love Jokes dearly. ——— Here, Club, bring us a Bottle 
— \ bat d'ye call it; the witty Liquor. : 
zur o Ball. But I thought all you that were bred at the Uni- 
ter erſty ſhou'd be Wits naturally. 
Mock. The quite contrary, Madam; there's no ſuch thing 
o ſnrMbere. We dare not have Wit there, for fear of being 
er FaWounted Rakes, Your ſolid Philoſophy is all read there, 
e! hich is clear another thing. But now I will be a Wit, by 
e Univerſe, I muſt get acquainted with the great Poets; 
vn upoWandlady, you muſt introduce me. 
Bull. Oh dear me, Sir; wou'd you ruin me ? I introduce 
ou! No Widow dare be ſeen with a Poet, for fear ſhe 
12 Diyou'd be thought to keep him. 1 
wou Mock. Keep him! What's that? They keep nothing but 
in Zei beep in the Country: I hope they don't fleece the Wits ? 
d into Bul. Alas, Sir, they have no Fleeces ; there's a great 
mode, M, but little Wool. However, if you wou'd be acquainted 
iin the Poets, I can prevail with a Gentleman of my Ac- 
y icaniuaintance to introduce you; 'tis one Lowewel}, a fine 
entlman that comes here ſometimes. * 
y ki Mock, Loveroell! By the Univerſe, my Rival: I heard 
f him in the Country: This puts me in mind of my 
Eſtatliſtreſs — — Zauns, I'm certainly become a Beau already; 
(Crier | was ſo in Love with myſelf, I quite forgot her.——I 


Mad have 
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have a Note in my Pocket-book to find her out by.— Bu! 
[Pulli cut a large Pocket-book ; turning over e. 
Leaves, reads to hint 
Six-pence for waſhing — Two-pence to the Maid. 
Six-pence for Snuſh—One Shilling for Butter'd Ale -t 


the Univerſe, I have loſt the Direions, —— Hark its. 


Madam, does this ſame Lovenvell come often here, ſay you C. 

Bull. Yes, Sir, very ofen — There's a Lady of his AWitrel: 
quaintance, a Lodger in the Houſe juſt now. 

Mock. A Lady of his Acquaintance, a Lodger in H ſock 
Houſe juſt now; of his Acquaintance, do you ſay ? ut wh 

Bull. Yes, and a pretty Lady too. Club, 

Meck. And he comes often here, you ſay. By the U ct. 
verſe ! ſhou'd I happen to lodge in the ſame Houſe ui Cl. 
my Miſtreſs: I gad it muſt be the ſame. Can you tell i fan 
Woman's Name ? —— Stay——ls her Name Lucinda? e 

Bull. Perhaps it may, Sir; but I believe ſhe's a Wide, M 

r ſhe has a young Son, and I'm ſure 'tis legitimacely Mick. 
gotten; for it is the braveſt Child you ſhall ſee in a Soni the } 
mer's Day; 'tis not like one of our puling Brats o'th' To the 
— born with the Diſeaſes of half a Dozen Fata Cl. 
about it. 

Meck. By the Univerſe, I don't remember whether el. 
Miſtreſs is a Maid or Widow: But if a Widow, ſo mf . #, 
the better; for all your London Widows are deviliſh nu ve 0 
they ſay. She came in a Coach, did ſhe not, Madam? {Would b 

Bull. Yes, Sir, yes. Club, 

Meck. Then 'tis infallibly ſhe———— Does ſhe not alu ire. — 
go out in her Coach? Mock, 

Bull. She has not ſtirr'd abroad ſince ſhe came, Sir. ung; 

Meck. Oh, I was told that ſhe was very reſerv'd, , fam 
tis very much of a Widow. I have often heard my Mou. th 
ſay, that fitting at home and Silence were very becoming d Mr. 
a Maid; and ſhe has often chid my Siſter Dorothy for ge loo 
ding out to the Meadows, and tumbling among the Cooitraord, 
wit1 the Hay makers. I gad I'm the moſt lucky Son 0 o%n, | 
Whore ; 1 was wrapt in the Tail of my Mother's Smocgp*am. - 
1 andlady. ; T al 

Enter Servant. 

Bull. Oh, but this Lady, Si Bull, 

Ser. Madam, here's a Gentleman below wants to ſpe rea 
with you inſtantly, juſt 


5 
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Bull. With me, Child! Sir, Ill wait on you in a Mi- 


bee. [ Exit with Servant. 


> Him Enter Club wwith Wine and Glaſſes. 

aid. ek. Is that the witty Liquor? Come, fill the Glaſſes. 
e.— ) that I have found my Miſtreſs, I muſt next find my 
ark \t its. 


Club. So you had need, Maſter; for they that find a 
lifreſs, are generally out of their Wits, —— 1 
[ Gives him a Glaſe, 
Meck, Come, fill yourſelf. [T hey jingle and drink. 
ut where's the Wit now, Club? Have you found it ? 
Club, I gad, Maſter, I think ?tis a very good Jeſt. 


the Ui Mock. What? | 

1: wil C. What! why drinking. You'll find, Maſter, that 
2 tell is ſame Gentleman in the Straw Doublet, this ſame Vi 
Ja? bib, is a Wit at the Bottom. [| Fills. J——— Here, 


Wide re, Maſter ; how it puns and quibbles in the Glaſs ! 
uely Meet. By the Univerſe, now I have it; the Wit lies 
a Suu the Jingling : All Wit conſiſts moſt in Jingling. Hear 
h' ſou the Glaſſes rhime to one another. 
Fathe Club. What, Maſter, are theſe Wits ſo apt to claſh? 


[ Tingles the Glaſſes. 
Mack. Oh by the Univerſe, by the Univerſe, this is 
it, FBreaks em.] My Landlady is in the right.—— 
have often heard there was Wit in breaking Glaſſes, It 
ould be a very good Joke to break the Flaſk now. 
C/ub, I find then that this ſame Wit is very brittle 
are,—Bur I think, Sir, *twere no Joke to ſpill the Wine, 
Mock, Why, there's the Jeſt, Sirrah z all Wit confiſts in 


ether n 
ſo me 
liſh rid 
am 


ot alwa 


Sir. Ning; there was never any thing got by't. I fancy 
v'd, 0's fame Wine is all fold at Vill's Coffee-houſe. Do you 
y Motqgow the Way thither, Sirrah ? I long to ſee Mr. Comick 
oming d Mr. Tagrbime, with the reſt of em. I wonder how 
for ge look ! Certainly theſe Poets muſt have ſomething 
he Coo'raordinary in their Faces. Of all the Rarities in the 


Son of 
3 Sm 0 


own, I long to fee nothing more than the Poegs, and 
4am. Come in, Club; I muſt go prattiſe my Honours 
Fal--dal—deral— [Exit dancing, and Club teping. 
Enter Lovewell end Bullünch. | 
Bull. Oh Mr. Zowenvell / you come juſt in the Nick 
to ſpeagſas ready to ſpoil all, by telling him ſhe was a Stranger, 
ñjuſt now come, 


$ 


Lowe. 
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Lowe. Well, dear Madam, be cautious for the futur 
tis the moſt fortunate Chance that ever befel me. Tue 
convenient we had the other Lodgers of our Side. 

Bull. There's nobody but Mr. Lyric; and you had; 
ſafely tell a Secret over a Groaning-Cheeſe, as to him, 

Lowe. How fo ? 

Bull. Why, you muſt know, that he has been lying. 
theſe four Months of a Play; and he has got all n 
Muſes about him; a Parcel of the moſt tattling Gofly, 
Tome. Come, come; no more Words; but to our h. 
ſineſs. I will certainly reward you. But have you u 
good Hopes of its ſucceeding ? f 
Bull. Very well of the *Squire's Side. But I'm af 
your Widow wall never play her Part, ſhe's ſo aukun 
and ſo ſullen. 

Love. GO you and inſtru. her, while I manage Aſa 
abroad. 

Bull. She's always raving of one Rzebuck. Prithee, ul 
is this ſame Roebuck fF—— Ah Mr. Lowewwell, I'm aft 


this Widow of yours is ſomething elſe at the Botton E 
I'm afraid there has been a Dog in the Well. U | 
| Enter Bruſh. ardeſt 
| 4 So, Sirrah ! where have you left the Gentlema odſhip 
- Braſh, la Friend's Houſe, Sir. 2 
Lowe. What Friend?! Kulisse 
Bruſh. Why, a Tavern, bit, 
Lobe. What took him there? 50 Joy 
Bruſb. A Coach, Sir. is Pat 
Loewe. How d'ye mean? 
Bruſh. A Coach and Six, Sir; no leſs, Pl aſſure yo 
Sir. Roeb, 
Lowe. A Coach and Six ! pit me 
Bruſh. Yes, Sir, fix Whores and a ends Baud! idy be 
pick'd 'em all up in the Street, and is gone with ! 1 
ſplendid Retinue into the Sun by Covent-Gardin. I B 
him what he meant? He told me, that he only wang? on 
to whet, when the very Sight of 'em turn'd my Stome Leas. 
Lowe. The Fellow will have his Swing, tho? he he le? J 
for't. However, run to him, and bid him take WM the { 
Name of Mockmode; call himſelf Mockmode upon all 0 Reb. 
caſions; and tell him that he ſhall find me here abe 1 to 
an. 


Four in the Afternoon-- Aſk no Queſtions, but fly 
R 4 So: 


2 
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: —His uſurping that Name gives him a Title to 
art Lucinda, by which I ſhall diſcover her Inclination 
[Exit, Bruſh. ] this Mockmede, whoſe coming to Town 
25 certainly occaſion'd her Quarrel with me; while I 
: the Hound himſelf upon a wrong Scent, and ten to 
de provide for Miſtreſs Trudge by the Bargain. *Tis ſaid 
ne can't be a Friend and a Lover, | 


| all i But oppoſite to that, this Plot ſhall prove, 
Tul ſerde my Friend by what affiſts my Love, [Exit, 


The End of the Second Act. 


you a 
FFF 
wy ACT in. e 
e Al SCENE, Lucinda's Houſe. 8 


Enter Leanthe ſola, dre like a Page. 


Ethinks this Livery ſuits ill my Birth; but Slave 
to Love, I muſt not diſobey; his Service is the 
rdeſt Vaſſalage, forcing the Powers divine to lay their 
odſhips down to be more Gods, more happy here be- 
. —Thus I, poor Wanderer, have left my Country, 
ipuis'd myſelf ſo much, I hardly know whether this 
abit, or my Love, be blindeſt; to follow one, perhaps, 
do loves me not, tho? every Breath of his ſoft Words 
as Paſſion, and every Accent Love. Oh Roebuck / 
[ Weeps. 


1 tleman 


Enter Roebuck. 

Rob, This is the Page, Love's Link-Boy, that muſt 
ght me the Way. — How now, pretty Boy; has your 
idy beaten you? ha!—— This Lady muſt be a Venus, 
r ſhe has got a Cupid in her Family, *Tis a wondious 

% Boy [ Leanthe farts, and flares at him.) but a 
Ly want? comical Boy What the Devil does he flare at? 
Stoma Ln. Oh - Heav'ns! is the Object real, or are my Eyes 
„ he be? ls that Roebuck, or am I Leanthe ? I'm afraid he's 


ſure 50 


wad : 
with 


take Ir the ſame; and too ſure I'm not myſelf.— [ Mechs. 
— Reb, What Offence could ſuch pretty Innocence com- 
ere abe to deſerve a Puniſhment to make you Cry ? 


it fly Lean, Oh, Sir! a wondrous Offence. ; 
Raoeb. 


So; 


- 
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Roeb. What was it, my Child ? | Rieb. 
Lean. | prick'd my Finger with a Pin, till I made Las. 
bleed. Noeb. 
Reeb. Such little Boys as you ſhould have a care ; f 
ſharp Things. er wit] 
Lean. Indeed, Sir, we ought; for it prick'd me Lean. 
deep, that the Sore went to my very Heart. earted 
| Reeb. Poor Boy! here's a Plaiſter for your ſore PFinWicale y 
ger [ Gives him C Nocb. 
Lean. Sir, you had beſt keep it for a ſore Finger, Wading 

: [ Return ii of ] 

Rocb. O' my Conſcience the Boy's witty, but not veniiears, * 
wiſe in returning Gold Come, come, you ſhall t Lan. 
it. [ Forces it upon him and k1/«: hi come 
Lean. That's the fitter Cure for my ſore Finger. tat 
ſame dear Lips ſtill. Oh, that the Tongue within te Nel. 
were as true! Af 01111 
Noeb. By Heav'ns, this Boy has the ſofteſt Pair of Li Lan. 
I ever taſted. I ne'er found before, that Ladies kiln you 
their Pages; but now if this Rogue were not too you. 
I ſhou'd ſuſpect he were before-hand with me. I gad, Horde f 
muſt kiſs him again — Come, you ſha!l take the More i Spa: 
4 pour 

Lean. Oh how he bribes me into Bribery ! 0 you 
But what muſt I do with this Money, Sir ? | ver fit 


EKeaeb. You mutt get a little Miſtreſs, and treat her vi me, 


It, 

Lean. Sir, I have one Miſtreſs already; and they Lean. 
no Man can ſerve two Maſters, much leſs two Miſtreſꝙ Keel. 
How many Miſtreſſes have you, pray? Lean, 

Riebs Umh! I gad the Boy has pos'd me — How mingQvays d 
Child ? Why, let me fee, — There was Mrs. Mary, M £5. 
Margaret, Mrs. Lucy, Mrs. Sujan, Mrs. Judy, and er cou'« 
forth; to the Number of five and twenty, or thereabougſes you 

Lean, Oh ye Powers! and did you love 'em all? Nas. 

Rob. Yes, deſperately. I wou'd have drank Mul tt: 
fought for any one of them: I have ſworn and yes. 
every one of em, and have lain with 'em all: That's egue is 
your Encouragement, Boy; learn betimes, Von, 
young Plants ſhould be water'd. Your Smock- Face v 
made for a Chamber- Utenſil. 

Lean. And did not one eſcape ye? Vor. 
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Rieb. Yet, one did ;——the Devil take her. 

Lean. What, don't you love her then ? 

Noch. No, faith; but I bear her an amorous Grudge 

; ſomething between Love and Spight.—I cou'd kill 
er with Kindneſs, 

oy don't believe it, Sir; you cou'd not be ſo hard- 

earted ſure: Her honourable Paſſion, I think, ſhou'd 

leaſe you beſt. 

Noch. O Child! Boys of your Age are continually 

ding Romances, fhll;ng your Heads with that old Bom- 

alt of Love and Honour: But when you come to my 

ears, you'll underſtand better Things. 

Lean. And muſt I be a falſe, treacherous Villain, when 

come to your Years, Sir? Is Falſhood and Perjury eſ- 


[es hin 

— atial to the perfect State of Manhood? 

in the Neeb. Pſhaw, Children and old Men always talk thus 
[ein) You underſtand nothing, Boy. 

of Lila. Yes, Sir, I have been in Love, and 8 more 

8 kils an you, [ perceive. 

young Rib. It appears then, that there's no Service in the 

I gad, Vorld ſo educating to a Boy as a Lady's ————By TFove, 


b Spark may be older than I imagine. Hark ye, Sir; 
d you never pull off your Lady's Shoes and Stockings > 
0 you never reach her the—=—Pincuſhion ? Do you 
ver fit on her Bed- ſide, and ſing to her? Ha! 
her wilſome, tell me, that's my good Boy. 
[ Makes much of him. 
hey N Lean. Ves, I do ſing her aſleep ſometimes. 
liſtreſc Reb, But do you never waken her again? 
Lean. No, but I conſtantly wake myſelf ; my Reſt's 
W mains diſturbed by Viſions of the Devil. 
ry, b. Who wou'd imagine now, that this young Sha- 
and r cou'd dream of a Woman ſo ſoon ?—But what Songs 
-eaboufoes your Lady delight in moſt ? 
all? N,, Paſſionate ones, Sir: I'Il ſing you one of em, if 
rank aWu''! ſtay. 
. With all my Heart, my little Cherubim. The 
hat's Megue is fond of ſhewing his Parts. — Come, begin. 


Vor. I. 2 G A SONG: 


Leeb. ( 
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A SONG: Set by Mr. Richard/ons 
I 


. Lea 

How bleſi'd are Lowers in Diſoui/e ! artul: 
Like God's they ſee, Ri 
As I do thee, hoſe 
Unſeen by human Eyes. | Lea, 
Expos'd to View, 1 — 
Pm hid from you, jakes 
Tin alter'd, yet the ſame : Reel 
The Dark conceals me ; d th 
Loe reveals me; t you 
Lowe, which lights me by its Flame, Lean 

II | 


Mere you not falſe, you me wou'd know 3 
For tho your Eyes 
Cou d not deviſe, | 

Your Heart had told you for 

Your Heart æuon d beat 
With eager Heat, 

And me by Sympathy wwou'd find © 
True Love might ſee 
One chang d like me, 

Falje Lowe is only blind. 


Noeb. Oh my little Angel in Voice and Shape! 
[X:/es her.) I cou'd wiſh myſelf a Female for thy Sake, 
Lean. You're much better as you are for my Sake. 


Ala 
Roeb. Or if thou wert a Woman, I won'd — 4 
Lean. What would you? marry me? wou'd you mat 
me ? 
| Roeb, Marry you, Child! no, no; I love you t 
well for that; you ſhou'd not have my Hand, but all u 
Body at once. But to our Buſineſs : Is your L= 
at home? 
Lean. My Lady! What Buſineſs have you with n 
Lady, pray, Sir ? | | 
Roch. Don't aſk. Queſtions, You know Mr. Loveus 
Lean. Ves, very well. He's my great Friend, and e 
I wou'd ſerve above all the World. but his Siſter, 
Reoeb, His Siſter ! Ha, that gives me a Twinge f 
my Sin.——Pray, Mr, Pages was Leanthe well when y0 
left her? 1 


lu anfyl, 
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Lean. Ves, Sir; but wondrous melancholy, by the De- 
arture of a dear Friend of her's to another World. 

Reb. O, that was the Perſon mention'd in her Letter, 
noſe Departure occaſion'd your Departure for Eagland. 
Lean. That was the Occaſion of my coming, too ſure, 
Oh, *twas a dear Friend to me! the Loſs 
hakes me weep, 

Rieb. Poor tender-hearted Creature! But I ſtill 
d there was not a Word of me. Pray, good Boy, 
t your Miſtreſs know, here's one to wait on her. 


Lear. Your Buſineſs is from Mr. Levewell, I ſuppoſe, 


r. 
Reeb. Ve, yes. 
Lean. Then PII go. [ Exit. 
Roel. I've thrown my Caſt, and am fairly in for't: 
ut a'n't I an impudent Dog? Had I as much Gold in 
yy Breeches, as Braſs in my Face, I durſt attempt a 
hole Nunnery. This Lady is a reputed Virtue of good 
tune and Quality; I am a rakehelly Raſcal, not 
orth a Groat; and without any farther Ceremony, am 
viag to debauch her. But hold ;—She does not 
now that Pm this rakehelly Raſcal z and I know that 
e' a Woman, one of Eighteen too; beautiful, witty. 
O' my Conſcience, upon ſecond Thoughts, I am 
y Sake: fo very impudent neither. Now as to my Ma- 
Sake. gement, I'll firſt try the whining Addreſſes, and fee if 
Len bleed in the ſoft Vein. 
Enter Lucinda. 


ou ma Lic, Have you any Bus'neſs with me, Sir ? 
Noeb. Thus look'd the forbidden Fruit, luſcious and 
ou "Wnpting. Tis ripe, and will ſoon fall, if one will ſhake 
ut all BS. Tree. Abe. 
our L L.. Have you any Bus'neſs with me, Sir ? 
with 8 [Comes nearer. 


Neeb. Yes, Madam, the Bus'neſs of Mankind; to adore 
u- My Love, like my Blood, circulates thro' my Veins, 
id at every Pulſe of my Heart, animates me with a freſh _ | 
aſton Wonder not, Madam, at the Power of 
our Eyes, whoſe pointed Darts have ftruck on a young | 
Wd tender Heart, which they eaſily pierced, and which, 


r to ſuch Wounds, finds the Smart more 
unful. | 
(6 
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[Lean. peeps. ] Oh Traytor! Juſt ſuch Words he {1 
to me, 


In Love with me, Sir! Did you ever fee me befor: | 
Roeb. Never, by Jowe-— [| A/ide.] Oh, ten thou 
Times, Madam. Your lovely Idea is always in my Vie 


ting or ſtanding ; alone, or in Company, my Far 
wholly feeds upon your dear Image, and every Thong 
is you Now have I told about fifteen Lyes in 
Breath. [ 4/ih 

Luc. I ſuppoſe, Sir, you are ſome conceited you 
Scribbler, who has got the Benefits of a firſt Play in yu 
Pocket, and are now going a Fortune-hunting. 

RNoeb. But why a Scribbler, Madam? Are my Cloul 
ſo coarſe, as if they were ſpun by thoſe lazy Spinſters ii 
Muſes ? Does the Parting of my Fore-top ſhew ſo thi 
as if it reſembled the two wither'd Tops of Parnoſu 
Do you ſee any thing peculiarly whimſical or i11-natur 
in my Face? Is my Countenance ſtrain'd, as if my He: 
were diſtorted by a Strangury of 'I'hought ? Is there a 
thing proudly, ſlovenly, or affectedly careleſs in my Dre( 
Do my Hands look like Paper-moths ? I think, Madan 
I have nothing poetical about me. 

Luc. Yes, Sir, you have Wit enough to talk like 
Fool; and are Fool enough to talk like a Wit. 

Reb. You call'd me Poet, Madam; and I know no bet 
ter Way of Revenge, than to convince you that I am e- 
by my Impudence— [ Offers to kiſs her Hank 

Luc. Then make me a Copy of Verſes upon that 
Sir, [ Hits him on the Ear, and Ex 


Leanthe entering.. 


How d'ye like the Subject, Sir? 

Roeb. Tis a very copious one [ Spitting. ] —=! 
has made my Jolls rhime in my Head. This it is tot 
thought a Poet; every Minx muſt be caſting his Proſeſic 
in his Teeth, — — What! Gone! 


Solitude and Retirement. 
Reeb. She certainly was afraid I intended to beg Le 
to dedicate ſomething— If ever I make Love lik: 
Poetica 


Luc. Hey-day; I was never ſo attack'd in all my L 


either aſleep or awake, eating or drinking, walking, f 


Lean. Ay, ſhe knows that, making Verſes require 
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he fp erical Fool again, may I never receive any Favour but 
SubjeR ſor a Copy of Verſes. 

my Li Re-enter Lucinda. 

ore! Lac. I won't diſmiſs him thus, for Fear he lampoon 

thouſu ge. — Wel, Sir, have you done them? 

ny Ve Rab. Yes, Madam; will you pleaſe to read ? 


king, f [ Catches her and kifjes her three or four Times. 
y Fat Lean. Oh, Heaven! I can never bear it. I muſt deviſe 
ThousWme Means to part 'em. Exit. 
yes ML. Sir, your Verſes are too rough and conſtrain'd. 

[ever, becauſe I gave the Occaſion, I'll pardon what's 


d youll. | 
in ja Reb. By the Lord, ſhe was angry only becauſe I did 
t make the firſt Offer to her Lips. [Ade ]J-— Then, 
Joa dam, the Peace is concluded ? : 
[Ners Lc. Yes, and therefore both Parties ſhould draw out 
/ ſo thin the Field. [ Going, 
arnoſuW Reb. Not till we make Reprizals. T make Peace with 


I-na:u' Word in Hand, Madam; ard till you return my Heart, 
ny ei lich you have taken, or your own in Exchange, I will 


here at 
y Drei 


Madan 


t put up. And fo, Madam, I proclaim open War 
gain [ Catches her. 


Enter Leanthe. 

Lean. Oh, Madam! Yonder's poor little Crab, your 
2p-dog, has got his Head between two of the Window- 
„ and is like to be ſtrangled. | 
v no bet [The Dog howwls behind the Scenes. 
am oo Luc. Oh Lard, my poor Crabby/ I muſt run to the 
er Hauleſcue of my poor Dog; I'll wait on you inſtantly. —— 
on tha{Wone, come, Page—— Poor Crabby / [ Exit with Leanthe. 
and Lu Nes. Oh the Devil choak Crabdy / Well, I nd 
ere's much more Rhetoric in the Lips than the Tongue 
Had Buſs been the firſt Word of my Courtſhip, I 
ipht have gain'd the Out-works by this. Impudence in 
"ove, is like Courage in War; tho” both blind Chances, 
is to Mecauſe Women and Fortune rule them. 

rofeſic | Re-enter Leanthe. 

an. Sir, my Lady begs your Pardon; there's ſome- 
req uireing extraordinary happep'd, which prevents her waiting 

n you, as ſhe promis'd. 

g Le Reb, What, has Monſieur Crabby rubb'd ſome of the 
e like airs off his Neck? has he diſorder'd his pretty Ears? 
Pocucgde won't come again then? 


G 3 Lean, 


K like 


— 
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Lean. No, Sir; you muſt excuſe her. 

Roeb. Then I'll go and be drunk: — Hark'e, Sin 
I have half a Dozen delicious Creatures waiting for n 
at the Sun; you ſhall along with me and have your Choir 
I'll enter you into the School of Yunus, Child, *Tis Tin 
you had Joſt your Maidenhead ; you're too old for Plz 
things. 

Lean. Oh Heavens! I had rather he ſhou'd ſtay th 
85 there. ¶ 4/ide. ] But why will you keep ſuch Compan 

ir? 


275 H 


Let a 
Aud 
ery W 
Let G 
That 


ere pe 
Ways 


; 0 
Roeb. Nay, if you're for Advice, farewel : 1 


Men of ripe Underſtanding fhou'd always digi 
What Babes only practiſe, and Dorards adviſe. 

| [E xit fagi 

Lean. Wild as Winds, and unconſin'd as Air.-—Yt 

may reclaim him, His Follies are weakly founded upd 


Bull, 
ou ha' 
ightee 
er re 
Ir. Ly: 


the Principles of Honour, where the very Found ith 

helps to undermine the Structure. How charming wei pl. 

Virtue look in him, whoſe Behaviour can add a Grace . 

the Unſeemlineſs of Vice! lan's e 

Enter Lucinda. Wy C 

Luc. What, is the Gentleman gone ? | a Pla 
Lean, Yes, Madam. He was inſtantly taken ill! Bull, 

a violent Pain in his Stomach, and was forc'd to hu k,) 

away in a Chair to his Lodging, Hr. 
Luc. Oh poor Gentleman ! He's one of thoſe conceitt Pull. 

Fools that think no Female can reſiſt their Temptation*®'* © 
Blockheads, that imagine all Wit to conſiſt in blaſphemit Hr. 

Heav'n and Women. I'Il feed his Vanity, but fu 2. 
his Love. 2 

And may all Coxcombs meet no better Fate, FN . 

Who doubt our Sex's Virtue, or dare prompt our 217 ; e Pa 

1 

SCENE Lyrick' Chamber in Widow Bullfinch's Ha . 
Papers ſcatter'd about the Table, himſelf fitting auriti . I. 

a Night-Gown and Cap. ndle, 

Lyr. Two as good Lines as ever were written —[ri/nj*r ou 

I gad I ſhall maul theſe topping Fellows. — Says Mr. 34 P 

Let there be not one Glimpſe, one ſlarry Spark, -% Y 

| But Gods meet Gods, and joſile in the Dark. $ i 
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ys little Hrict, 
Let a. the Lights be burnt cut ta a Snuff, 
And Gods meet Gods, and play at Blindman's-buff. 
ery well! 


Let Gods meet Gods, and ſo—fall out and cuff. 


That's much mended. They're as noble 
ere penn'd. Oh! Here comes my damn'd 
ways in the Humour of writing Elegy after 
er Inſpiration, 


ines as ever 
uſe; I am 


little of 


Enter Bullfinch. 
Bull, Mr. Lyrick, what do you mean by all this? Here 
ou have lodg*d two Years in my Hoyſe, promis'd me 
! [oy Mighteen-pence a Week for your Lodging, and I have 
er receiv'd eighteen Farthings; notuhe Value of that 
led vpn. Lyrick. [Snaps with her Fingers.] You alway: put me 
undated with telling me of your Play, your Play Sir, you 
all play no more with me, I'm in earneſt. 
He., This living on Love is the deareſt Lodging—a 
lan's eternally dunn'd, tho' perhaps he has leſs of one 
aly Coin than Yother, ————T here's more Trouble 
| 2 Play than you imagine, Madam. 
Pull. There's more Trouble with a Lodger than you 
nk, Mr. Lyrick, 
Lyr. Firſt, there's the Decorum of Time, 
concen F. Which you never obſerve ; for you keep the worſt 
prationſſors of any Lodger in Town, 
ſphemit Hr. Then there's the Exactneſs of Characters.— 
ut aff =. And you have the moſt ſcandalous one I ever heard, 
Hr. Then there's laying the Drama. 
Bull. Then you foul my Napkins and Towels. 
Hr. Then there are Preparations of Incidents, working 
e Paſſions, Beauty of Expreflion, Cloſeneſs of Plot, Juſt- 
ls 5 Place, Turn of Language, opening the Cata- 
ophe. 
Bull, Then you wear out my Sheets, burn my Fire and 
andle, dirty my Houſe, eat my Meat, deſtroy my Drink, 
ear out my Furniture I have lent you Money out 
my Pocket. 08 
Hr. Was ever poor Rogue ſo ridden? If ever the 
es had a Horſe, I am he.- Faith, Madam, poor 


aſus is jaded, 
G 4 Bull. 


Ng wel 
Grace 


n ill 
to hu 


fate. 
[Ex 
hs Ho 


writing 


— [rin 


s Mr. 
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Bull. Come, come, Sir, he ſhan't flip his Neck out 
the Collar for all that. Money I will have, and Mong 
muſt have; let your Play and you both be damn'd. 

Lyr. Well. Madam, my Bookſeller is to bring me ſon 
twenty Guineas for a few Sheets of mine preſently, whi 
T hope will free me from your Sheets, 

Bull. My Sheets, Mr. Lyrick! Pray what d'ye mem 
PII aſſure you, Sir, my Sheets are finer than any of ya 
Muſes ſpinning Marry come up. 

Tyr. Faith you have ſpun me fo fine, that you ha 
almoſt crack'd my Thread of Life, as may appear byn 
Spindle-ſhanks. 

Bull. Why ſure Where was your Tha/:a, and you 
Melpomene, when the Taylor wou'd have ſtripped you! 
your Silk Waiſtcoat, and have clapp'd you on a Sta 
Doublet ? Wou'd all your Golden Verſes have paid i 
Serjeant's Fees ? 

Lyr. Truly, you freed me from Gaol, to confine me! 
a Dungeon ; you did not ranſom me, but bought me a 
Slave; fo, Madam, I'll purchaſe my Freedom as ſoen 
poſſible, Fleſh and Blood can't bear it. 

Bull. Take your Courſe, Sir——There were a coup| 
of Gentlemen juſt now to enquire for you; and if th 
come again, they ſha'n't be put off with the old Story. 
your being abroad, I'Il promiſe you that, Sir. [Ex 

Lyr. Zoons! If this Bookſeller does not bring n 
Money. —— 


Enter Pamphlet. 

Oh! Mr. Pamphlet, your Servant. 
my Poems ? 

Pam. Yes, Sir; and there are ſome things very wel 
extraordinary well, Mr. Lyrick: But I don't think 
for my Purpoſe Poetry is a mere Drug, Sir. 

Lyr. Is that becauſe I take Phyſic when I write? —- 
Damn this coſtive Fellow, now he does not apprehend! 

oke. 
5 Pam. No, Sir; but your Name does not recommes 
dem. One muſt write himſelf into a Conſumption beſe 
he gain Reputation. 

Zr. That's the Way to lie abed when his Name's i 
Now I lie abed before I can gain Reputation. 

Pam. Why fo, Sir? 


Have you perus 


L 
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Hr. Becauſe I have ſcarcely any Cloaths to put on 


Pies: ever Man did Penance in a white Sheet— . 
an. You ſtand only ſometimes in a white Sheet for 
be Offences with your Landlady, Faith, I have often 
gu nder'd how your Muſe cou'd take ſuch Flights, yoak'd 
ch a Cart-load as ſhe is. | 
wen . Oh! they are like the 7-:/> Horſes, they draw beſt 
* 4 the Tail—Have you ever ſeen any of my Burleſque, 
"Mr. Parphler ? I have a Project of turning three or 
on bi" of our moſt topping Fellows in Doggrel. As for 
r by unple z [ Reads . 


Conqueſt with Laurels has our Arms adorn'd, 
nd je Rome in Tears of Blood our Anger mourn'd. 
d you bw, Butchers with Roſemary have our Beef adorn'd, 
a Stag e has in Grawy Tears our Hunger mourn d. 


paid Wi; d'ye like it, Mr. Pamphlet, ha well 
ne me Gods, aue paſs'd the rugged Alpine Hill; 


- me ved cur ay, and drove our hiſſing Wheels ; 
$ ſoon e' cleudy Deluges, eternal Rilli. 
obſerve, Mr. Pamphlet ; pray obſerve. 


Lit: Raxors keen, our Knives cut Paſſage clean 


a ecoupl 
if i e Rills of Fat, and Deluges of Lean. 
15 Pom, Very well, upon my Soul, 


jr. HurPd dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infusd. 

am. Ay, Sir, Vinegar! how patly that comes in for 

Beef, Mr. Lyrick / Tis all wondrous fine indeed. 

u peru This is the moſt ingenious Fellow of his Trade 
tl have ſeen ; he underſtands a good thing. — [Alb.] 

ery welgioÞut as to our Bus'neſs What are you willing to 

hink ee for theſe Poems ? Prithee ſay ſomething. There are 

Sir. Nin three thouſand Lines. Here, take 'em for a 

F ple of Guineas. 

ehend an. No, Sir; Paper is ſo exceſſive dear, that I dare 

[ 44 en ture upon 'em. 

com mei. Well, becauſe you're a Friend, Pll beſtow 'em 

on belegt you. — Here, take em all — There's the Hopes 

Dedication ill. Aldte. 

"am, I give you a thouſand Thanks, Sir; but J dare 

venture the Hazard; they'll never quit Coſt, indeed, 


bring 0 


ame's 8! 


L G 5 Hr. 


— — — 
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Lyr. This Fellow is one of the greateſt Blockheads N 1/ B 
ever was a Member of a Corporation How ſhall! Wave dc 
be reveng'd ? our Ex 
uſt no 
Pam. 
reema! 
ood E. 
ookiel 
24 B. 
ap the 


Enter Boy. 

Bey. Sir, there are two Men below deſire to have g 

Honour of kiſſing your Hand. | 

Lyr. They muſt be Knaves or Fools by their fulſon 

Compliment, Hark ye —— [/ iſpers the Bey. —1 
*em walk up. 

Pam, Since you have got Company, Sir, I'll taken 


Leave. If B, 

Lyr. No, no, Mr. Pamphlet, by no means! We ni for a 
drink before we part. Boy, a Pint of Sack and a Tod alm 
Theſe are two Gentlemen out of the Country, who , en. 
be for all the new things lately publiſhed ; they'll be ale Pa 
Cuſtomers Come, fit down—— You have not . 
my Play yet Here, take the Pen, and if you ſee eu d! 
thing amiſs, correct it: I'll go bring 'em up, — -n. 


lend me your Hat and Wig, or I ſhall take cold gott 
down Stairs, [ He takes Pamphlet's Hat and Wig, and n Enter 
his Cap on Pamphlet's Hull Lyr. 
Pam. [ Solus.} This is a right Poetical Cap; *tis Ba PI 
the Outſide, and the Lining Fuſtain Reading. eather: 
This is all Stuff, worſe than his Poems. Le the 
Enter two Bailiff; behind him, and clap him on the Shoulder, (ther © 
1/2 Bail. You're the King's Priſoner. Meck. 
Pam. That's a good Fancy enough, Mr. Lyrick. M Hr. 
pray don't interrupt me, I m in the beſt Scene, d think 
I gad the Drama is very well laid. e blott 
2d Bail. Come, Sir. alle Im 
Pam. Well, well, Sir, PH pledge ye. Prithee nc Mock. 
good Mr, Lyric, don't diſturb me. Hr. 


And furious Lightnings brandiſb'd in her Eyes, e aboc 


ut me 

That's true Spirit of Poetry. eſted hi 
1% Bail. Zoons, Sir, d'ye banter us? Meck. 
[Takes him under each Arm, and hauls bin Moors; 

Pam. Gentlemen beg your Pardon. How «i true F 

like the City, Gentlemen? If you have any occaſion "Wu he x 
Books to carry into the Country, I can farniſh you as v have 

as any Man about Pau/'s, Where's Mr. Lyrick ? 


ad now 
. Ba 


Hr. 
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Bail. Theſe Wits are damnable cunning. I always 
we double Fees for arreſting one of you Wits. All 
dur Evaſions won't do; we underſtand Trap, Sir; you 
ut not think to catch old Birds with Chaff, Sir. 

Pam. Zoons, Gentlemen, I'm not the Perſon! I'm a 
reeman of the City; I have good Effects, Gentlemen; 
ood Effects. D'ye think to make a Fool of me! I'm a 
ookleller, no Poet. 

24 Bail. Ah, Sir, we know what you are by your Fool's 
ap there. 
if Bail. Ves, one of you Wits wou'd have pafs'd upan 
; for a Corn-cutter yeſterday ; and was ſo hike one, we 


ads th 
ſhall 


have h 


fuld . 


— 


take n 
Ve mi 


a Tou id almoſt believ'd him. [ Hauls him. i 
vho ui Pam. Why Gentlemen, Gentlemen, Officers, have a 4 
be gooffiÞctle Patience, and Mr. Lyr:c& will come up Stairs. 
not e Bail. No, no; Mr. Lyric ſhall go down Stairs. He f | 


ou' d have us wait till ſome Friends come in to reſcue 
im. Ah! Theſe Wits are deviliſh cunning. 
[ Exeunt, hauling Pamphlet. 


ſee u 
Ste 


1 goit 

Fe. „Leier Lyrick, Mockmode, and Club; Lyrick dre/s'd. 

t Hull Lyr. Ha, ha, ha! Very poetical, faith; a good Plot 
is Bur a Play, Mr. Mecimade; a Bookſeller bound in Calves 


ather——— Ha, ha, ha !-—— How they walk'd along 
Wc the three Volumes of the Z:g/if Rogue ſqueez'd to- 
ther on a Shelf. 

Mack. What was it? What was it, Mr. Lyrick ? 

Hr. Why, I am a Stateſman, Sir,—1 can't but laugh, 
d think how they'll ſpunge the Sheet before the Errata 
e blotted out; and then how hel! hamper the Dogs for 
alle Impriſonment. 

Mick. But pray, what's the Matter, Mr. Lyrics ? 

Hr. Nothing, Sir, but a ſharking Bookſeller that ow'd 
e about forty Guineas for a few Lines. He wou'd have 
it me off, fo I ſent for a couple of Bull-dogs, and ar- 
eſted him. 

Mack. Oh Lard! Mr. Lyrick, Honeſty's quite out of 
oors; tis a rare thing to find a Man that's a true Friend; 
true Friend is a rare thing indeed! Mr. Lyrick, will 
bu de my Friend? I only want that Accompliſhment. 
have got a Mittreſs, a Dancing and Fencing Maſter ; 
ad now I want ogly a Friend to be a Fine Gentleman. 
Hr. Have you never had a Friend, Sir? 


G 6 Moc. 


ge] 


nir. 
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Mock. Ves, a very honeſt Fellow; our F riendſhip con Me. 
menc'd in the College-Cellar, and we lov'd one anotbe ou (þ 
like two Brothers, till we unluckily fell out afterwards a He. 
a Game of Tables. nt fo 

Tyr. I find then that neither of ye loſt by the Set. Moe. 
[4/4e.] But my ſhort Acquaintance can't recommend n Aff 
to ſuch a Truft, Club 

Meck. Pſhaw, Acquaintance !— You muſt be a Man dWſoint x 
Honour, as you're a Poet, Sir. | f Lyr. 

Lyr. But what uſe would you make of a Friend, Sir? CA 

Mack. Only to tell my Secrets to, and be my Second. Sir 
Now, Sir, a Wit muſt be beſt to keep a Secret, becauW H. 
what you ſay to one's Prejudice will be thought Malie Mac, 
Then you muſt have adeviliſh deal of Courage by you 
Heroic Writing Hr. 

But know, that J alone am King of Me. he caln 
Heav*as ! Sure the Author of that Line muſt be a plagi Club 
ſtout Fellow; it makes me valiant as He&or when I rea Lr. 
It. Mock 

Hr. Sir, we ſtick to what we write as little as Diving Ly. 
do to what they preach. Beſides, Sir, there are oth Mc 
Qualifications requiſite in a Friend; he muſt lend you Maca! 
ney. Now, Sir, I can't be that Friend, for 1 want to Cub 
Guineas. Lyr. 

Mack. Sir, I can lend you fifty upon good Security. Meck 
*Twas the laſt Word my Father ſpoke on his Death- bei He. 
that I ſhou'd never lend Money without Security. e all, 

Hr. Fie, Sir! Security from a Friend, and a Man d 
Honour by his Profeſſion too! 

Meck. By the Univerſe, that's true, you are my Friend 
Then I'II tell you a Secret—— [ 7 hey ui, 

Club. Now will this plaguy Wit turn my Noſe out 6 
Joint, —I was my Maſter's Friend before, tho” I nevt 
found the Knack of borrowing Money; tho? I have = ; 
ceiv'd ſome Marks of his Friendſhip, ſome ſound Dru. 
about the Head and Shoulders, or ſo. I have been bout wh n 

for him too in the Stocks, for his breaking Windes . 
very often. ko 

Hr. Mr. Meckmodr, you may be impos'd upon. WW... * 
wou'd fee this Lady you court. I know Mr, Love Vf 
has a Miſtreſs nam'd Lucinda ; but that ſhe lodges in tl _ f 
Houſe, I much doubt. ds 
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Mock. Tmpos'd upon! that's very comical.— Ha, ha, ha! 
nothe ou ſhall ſee, Sir; come—Pray, Sir, you're my Friend. 


p con- 


ards i Lyr. Nay, pray, indeed, Sir, I beg your [They compli- 
nt for the Door. ] Pardon; you're a Squire, Sir. 
Meck. Zauns, Sir, you lie; I'm not a Fool; I'll take 
n Affront from no Man. — Draw, Sir. : 
Club. Draw, Sir. 
oint now. 
Hr. Unequal Numbers, Gentlemen. 
Club. Pm only my Maſter's Friend, his Second, or 
0, Sir. 
Hr. What's the Matter, noble Squire? 
Meck. You he again, Sir: Zauns, draw. 

| [ Strikes him with his Swords 
Hr. Ha! a Blow!——Z/ex, a Blow——yet I will 
he calm. | 
Club. Zoons, draw Sir, [ Strikes him, 
Dr. Oh Patience, Heaven! Thou art my Friend fill. 
Meck. You lie, Sir. 
Hr. Then thou art a Traitor, Tyrant, Monſter, 
Mock. Zauns, Sir, you're a Son of a Whore, and a 
Raſcal. 


Clab. A Scribbler. 
Lyr. Ah, ab That ſtings home, —Scribbler ? 
Mick. Ay, Scribbler, Ballad-maker. 
Lyr. Nay then I and the Gods will fight it with 
e all. , [ Draws. 
Enter Roebuck drunk and ſinging, 
France er will comply 
Til her Claret runs dry; 
Then let's pull away to defeat her : 
He hinders the Peace, 
Who refuſes his Gleys, 
> Dal And deſerves to be hang'd for a Traitor. 


1 boun ow, my Mirmidons, fall on; I have taken off the 
indos pads, 


Set, 
end ne 


[ Draws. 


I gad I'll put his Noſe out of 


Man e 
Sit: 


ond, 
becau! 
Malice 
»y you 


plagy 


| I read 


Divine 
re otbe 
ou Mo 
nt forty 


ty. 
ich-bed 


Man e 


Friend 
gol pe. 
e out 0i 
J nere 


Dub a dub, dub à dub, to the Battle. [ Sings, 
ons, Gentlemen, why don't you fight? Blood, fight. 


lige me ſo far to fight a little; I long to ſee a little 
port, 


Hr. Sir, I ſcorn to ſhew Sport to any Man, [Puts up. 
Mack, 


don. 
c u 
s in th 
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Mack. And ſo do I, by the Univerſe, 

Club. And I, by the Univerſe, 

Lyr. I ſhall take another Time, [ Exit, 

Reb, Here, Raſcal, take your Chopping-knife—— 
[Gives Club it Swword.] and bring me a Joint of that 
Coward's Fleſh for your Maſter's Supper— Fly, Dog. 
[Takes him by the Noe 
Clab. Ah This Fellow's likelieft to put my 
Noſe out of Joint. | 

Reeb. Now, Sir, tell me, how you durſt be a Coward, 

Mock. Coward, Sir? I'm a Man of a great Eftate, 
Sir; I have five Thouſand Acres of good fighting Ground 
as any in England, good Terra firma, Sit: Coward, Sir! 
Have a Care what you ſay, Sir——— — My Father wa: 
a- Parliament Man, Sir; and I was bred at the College, 
Sir. DD 

- Roeb. O then I know your Genealogy; your Father 

was a Senior-Fellow, and your Mother was an Air-pump, 
You were ſuckled by Platonic Ideas, and you have ſome 
of your Mother's Milk in your Noſe yer. | 

Meck, From the Propofition by Mode and Figure, Sir, 

Roeb. I told you fo Blow your Noſe, Child; 
and have a Care of dirtying your Philoſophical Slabber- 
ing-Bib. 

Mock, What d'ye mean, Sir? 

Roeb. Your ſtarch'd Band, ſet by Mode and Figure, 
Sir. n 

Mock. Band, Sir !l-— This Fellow's blind drunk, 1 
wear a Cravat, Sir, | 

Roeb. Then ſet a good Face upon the Matter. Throw 
off Childiſhneſs and Folly, with your Hanging-fleeves, 
Now you have left the Univerfity, learn, learn. 

Meck. This Fellow's an Atheiſt, by the Univerſe: 
PII take Notice of him, and inform againſt him for 
being drunk. ——Pray, Sir, what's your Name ? 

Reeb. My Name! by the Lord, I have forgot 
Stay, I ſhall think on't by and by. 

Meek. Zauns, forget your own Name! your Memory 
mult be very ſhort, Sir. h | 

Roeb. Ay, ſo it ſeems, for I was but chriſten'd this 
Morning, and I have forgot it already. 
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Moeck. Was your Worſhip then Turk or Jew before? 
| knew he was ſome damn'd bloody Dog. [ 4/ide. 

Reb. Sir, I have been Turk, or Jew rather, ſince ; 
for I have got a plaguy Heatheniſh Name—Pox on't : 
—Oh! now I have it—oMo—Mock-nn ———— Mockmode, 

Mock. Mockmode ! Mockmode ! Sir, pray how do you 
ſpell it? 

" Recb. Go you to your A, B, C, you came laſt from the 

Univerſity. 

Meck, I'm call'd Mectmede.— What Family are 
you of, Sir ? 

Neeb. What Family are you of, Sir ? 
Mock. Of Mocimode-Hall in Sbregſhitre. 
Nocb. Then I'm of the ſame, I believe. 

Sir, that you and I are near Relations. 
Meck, Relations! Sir, there are but two Families; 

my Father's, who is now dead; and his Brother Colonel 

Praceable Mockmode. = 
Rieb. Ay, ay, the very ſame Colonel Peaceab/e 

I; not he Colonel of 1M/:7ia ? | 
Mack. Yes, Sir. 

Reeb. And was not he High-Sheriff of the County 
laſt Year ? 

Mock. The very ſame, Sir. 

Reeb. The very fame: I'm of that Family. And 
your Father dy'd about let me ſee— 

Mock. About half a Year ago. 

Reb, Exactly; by the ſame Token you got drunk at 
8 Match that very Day ſeven- night he was 
ury'd. 

Meck. This Fellow's a Witch — But it looks very 
de that you ſhou'd be chriſten'd this Morning. 
m ſure your Godfathers had a plaguy deal to anſwer for. 
Reeb. Oh, Sir, I'm of Age to anſwer for myſelf. 

Mock. One would not think ſo, you're fo forgetful, 
Tis two and twenty Years fince I was chriſten'd, and I 
an remember my Name ſtill. 7 
Roeb. Come, We'll take a Glaſs of Wine, and that 
al ys our Underſtanding. We'll remember our 
nends, 

Meck, You muſt excuſe me, Sir 

buarperx, 


I fancy, 


This is ſome 
[Afar 
Roebe 


Love and a Bottle, 
Roeb. Nay, prithee, Couſin, good Couſin Mem, 
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one Glaſs. I know you. are an honeſt Fellow, We mu 
remember our Relations in the Country indeed, Sir. 

Mack, Oh Sir, you're ſo ſhort of Memory, you ca 
never call ' em to mind. You have forgot yourſelf, Sir; 
Mockmode is a heatheniſh Name, Sir; and all that, Sir 
And ſo I beg your Pardon, Sir. [ Exit, 

Roch. Now were I Lawyer enough, by that little 
Enquiry into that Fellow's Concerns, I could bring in 
a falſe Deed to cheat him of his Eſtate, 

Enter Bruſh. 
Where the Devil is thy Maſter! You ſaid I ſhou'd find 
him here, 

Bru/h. Tis impoſſible for you or me, or any body to 
find him. 

Roeb. Why? | 

Bruſh. Becuſe he has loſt himſelf, The Devil has 
made a Juggler's Bal! of him, I believe. He's here 
now; then, Prato, paſs in an Inſtant, He has pat 
ſome damn'd Buſineſs to Day in hand. 

Roch. Ah, fo it ſeems — I muſt be *Squire Meockmods 
and court an honourable Miſtreſs, in the Devil's Name! 
Well, let my ſober thinking Friend plot on, and lay 
Traps to catch Futurity; I'm for holding faſt to the 
. | have got about twenty Guineas in my 

ocket; and whilſt they laſt, the Devil take George if he 
thinks of Futurity ; I'll go hand in hand with Fortune. 

She is an hen«ft, giddy, reeling Punk ; 

My Head, her II heel, turn round, and fo we both are drunk 

[ £xit reeiing, 


The End of the Third A. 
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. IV. 
SCENE, Lucinda's Fuſe. 
Enter Leanthe, and Pindreſs foi loæuing ab a Paper 7 
| Sqweetmeats in her Hand. 
ERE, here, Page, your Lady has ſent you 
ſome Sweetmeats; but indeed you ſhunt 
have em till you hire me. 
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md, Lean. She ſent ſour Sauce, when ſhe made you the 
mut ggearer. [ A/rde. 
8 Pind. Prithee now, what makes you conſtantly ſo 
| Can Welancholy ? Come, you muſt be merry, and ſhall be 
dir; nerry; I'll get you ſome Play-things. 
dir. Lean. I believe you want Play-things more than I. 
Exit ut I wou'd be private, Pinar:fs. | 
little I Pd. Well, my Child, II be private with you! 
ig 1 Boys and Girls ſhou'd ſtill be private together; and we 
ay be as retir'd as we pleaſe; for my Miitreſs is read- 
no in her Cloſet, and all the Servants are below. 
| find pat what Concerns have you? Em ſure, fuch a little 
oy can have no great Buſineſs in private, 
Cy WY lo, I will try thee for once—[4/id+.]—Yes, Mrs. 
Pindreſs, J have great Inclinations 
Pind. To what? To do what, Sir? — Don't name 
| ha WW: ——Tis all in vain ; you ſhan't do it; you need 
here Wor afk it. 
get Lean. Only to kiſs you, [ Kifſes her. 
Pind. Oh fie, Sir! Indeed 11 have none of your Kiſſes. 
mode, rake it back again. [ Ki/es him.] Is not the Taſte of the 
lame! BWreetmeats very pretty about my Lips? 
d lay Wi Lav. Oh hang your liquoriſh Chaps: you'd fain be 
o the Wicking your Lips, I find that. 
a m Pird. Indeed, Mr. Page, I won't pay you the Kiſſes 
if be ou won from me laſt Night at Croſs-purpoſes ; and you 
une. a'nt think to keep my Pawn neither. -———Pray give me 
by Hungary Bottle—As I hope to be ſav'd, I will have 
dr 1. ly Hungary Bottle Rummaging him] Pm ftronger 
can you—— I'll carry you in, and throw you upon the 
ed, and take it from you, [Takes him up in her Arms. 
Lean, Help! help ! I ſhall be raviſh'd! Help! help! 


909 Enter Lucinda, 
Luc, What's the Matter ? Oh bleſs me! 
Find. Oh dear, Madam, this unlucky Boy had almoſt 
poil'd me. Did not your Ladyſhip hear me cry, 1 
per of iou'd be raviſh'd? I was ſo weak, I cou'd not reſiſt the 
tle ſtrong Rogue; he whipt me up in his Arms, like 
1 Baby ; and had not your Ladyſhip come in 


"WH ec. What, Sirrab ! wou'd you debauch my Maid, 
la nt goa little Cock-Sparrow ? muſt you te Billing too? I 


; ö F< 
za, Sreat mind to make her whip you, Sirrah. po 
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Pind. O, dear Madam, let me do't. I will u.. 
him into the Room, and I will ſo chaſtiſe him e gr 
Luc. But do you think you'll be able, Pinare/s ? ed 
ſend one of my Men to help you. ö 


Pind. No, no, Madam: 1 cou'd manage him vit FREY 
one Hand, See here, Madam. Luc, 
[Takes him in her Arms, and is running au nd or 

Luc. Hold, hold! Is this you that the little fta dies 
Rogue had almoſt raviſh'd ? He ſnatch'd you up in emen 
Arms like a Baby! Ah Pindreſ:“ Pinareſs ! I fee Vece 
very weak indeed, Are not you aſham'd, Girl, uh Ch 


debauch my little Boy ? | I Vil 
Pind. Your Ladyſhip gave me Orders to make hte 
merry, and divert his Melancholy: and I know no betr. 
Way than to teaze him a little. I'm afraid the Boy! Pind 
troubled with the Rickets, and a little ſhaking wel ark, 
do him ſome good. Luc, 

Lean. I'm tir'd with Impertinence, and have other Bi 
fineis to mind, Ade, Exit 

Ping. I hope your Ladyſhip entertains no ill Opinic 
of my Virtue, 

Luc. Truly I don't know what to think on't : But I 
fo good an Opinion of your Senſe, as to believe yot 
wou'd not play the Fool with a Child. 

Pind. We're all ſubje& to playing the Fool, if yoi 
continue your Reſolution in marrying the firſt Man ti 
aſks you the Queſtion, 

1 No, my Mind's chang'd; I'll never marry at 

an. 

- Ping. I dare ſwear that Reſolution breaks ſooner th 
the former. [ Afde.] Ah, Madam, Madam! if you ner 
believe Man again, you muſt never be Woman agan | _ 
for tho* we are as cunning as Serpents, we are natura! 3 
as flexible too. Speak ingenuoufly, Madam; if M. Fouire 
Love vuell ſuou'd, with an amorous Whine, and ſuppiiun parc. 
Cringe, tell you a formal Story, contrary to what 47 o 
ſuſpect, would you not believe him? Lanes, 

Luc, What, believe his vain Aſſertions, before the Dt 
monſtration of my Senſes! No, no; my Love's not 
blind. Did I not ſee his Miſs and his Child? Did! 
not behold him giving her Money? Did I not hes 
him declare, he would ſettle her in a Lodging ? 
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Pind. But, Madam, upon ſerious Reflection, where's 
e great Harm in all this? Moſt Ladies wou'd be over- 
d at ſuch a Diſcovery of their Lover's Ability. The 
11d ſeem'd a luſty chopping Boy; and let me tell you, 
ladam, it muſt be a luſty chopping Boy that got it. 

Luc. Urge no farther in his Defence; he's a Villain, 
nd of all Villains T hate moſt an hypocritical one. The 
dies gives him the Epithet of modeſt, and the Gen- 
emen that of ſober Lowerwell. Now methinks, ſuch a 
ece of Debauchery fits ſo aukwardly on a Perſon of 
Character, that it adds an Unſeemlineſs to the natu- 
| Vileneſs of the Vice; and he that dares to be a Hy- 
ocrite in Religion, will certainly be one in Love.—— 
ay, is not that he? [ Pointing outwards. 

Pind. Yes, Madam; I believe he is going to the 
ark. 

Luc, Call a couple of Chairs quickly: we'll thither 
aſqued. This Day's Adventures argue ſome intended 
lot upon me, which I may countermine by only ſetting 
Face upon the Matter. [Puts her Maſque ons 


For as Hypocriſy in Men tan move, 

Here's the beſt Hypocrite in female Lowe. 

On even Scores diſigning Heaven took care, 

vince Men falſe Hearts, that wwe falſe Faces wear. 
Exeunt 


SCENE, ibe Park. 


Euer Lovewell and Lyrick macting; Lyrick reading. 


PIl rack thy Reputation, blaſt thy Fame, 

And in ftrong grinding Satire, gibbet up thy Name, 

Live. What! in a Rapture, Mr. Lyrick ? 

Hr. A little poetical Fury, that's all. 111 

qquire him; I'll draw his Character for the Buffoon of 
Farce; he ſhall be as famous in Ballad as Robin 

ed or Little John: My Muſes ſhall haunt him like 

/2rons; they thall make him more ridiculous than Don 

Uuxots 

Love, Becauſe he encounter'd your Windmill-Pate.— 

Ha, ha, ha !=—Come, come, Mr, Lyrick, you 
ult be pacify'd, | 


Hr. 
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* . - Lyr. 
Lyr. Pacify*d, Sir! Zoons, Sir, he's a Fool, and H 7. 
* o . * * C 
not a grain of Senſe. Were he an ingenious Fellow, a be pl 
a Man of Parts, I cou' bear a Kicking from him: Bull. 


an Abuſe from a Blockhead ! I can never ſulſter it. mY 
Pert Blockhead, <vho has purchas'd by the School, Lows 
Tuſt Senſe enough to make a noted Fool. luſion 
That ſtings, Mr. Lovcavell. Er. 
omed 


Lowe. Pray, Sir, let me ſee it. 

Lyr. This 1s imperfeR, Sir; But if you pleaſe to ęin 
your Judgment on this Piece. [ Gives him a Paper.) Ii 
a Burleſque on ſome of our late Writings, 

Love. Ay, you Poets mount firſt on the Shoulders d 
your Predeceſſors, to ſee farther in making Diſcoveries; 


ve Of 
91s 1 
be) r 
arts tC 
Love 


and having once got the upper-hand, you ſpurn then mY 
under-foot. I think you ſhou'd bear à Veneration y TY 
their very Aſhes. * 
Lyr. Ay, if moſt of their Writings had been bum ray 

I delare, Mr. Lowenvel!, their Fame has only made the 1 6 
the more remarkably faulty: Their great Beauties on) "84 
illuſtrate their greater Errors, bh $2 
Lowe. Well, you ſaw the new Tragedy laſt Night. 78 
- how did it pleaſe ye ? 17 ; 
Hr. Very well; it made me laugh heartily, ga 
Leve. What, laugh at a Tragedy! 4 
yr. I laugh to ſee the Ladies cry; to ſee fo mit 1 wa 
weep at the Death of the fabulous Hero: Who wor 
but laugh, if the Poet that made 'em were hang'd: ( 15 1 

my Conſcience, theſe Tragedies make the Ladies vel 4 
all their Love and Honour at their Eyes, when the ſan Tarn 
white Handkerchief that blows their Noſes, mult be 3 
Wioding- Sheet to the deceaſ-d Hero. 1 
Love. Then there's ſomething in the Handkerchief ws | 
embalm him. Mr. Lyrick; Ha, ha, ha !——But ws . 
Reliſh have you of Comedy ? 2g 
Lyr. No ſatisfactory one. My Curioſity is fon.“ , 
ſtall'd by a Fore-knowledge of what ſhall happen: fe mp 
as the Hero in Tragedy is either a whining, cringig * | 
Fool, that's always a ftabbing himſelf; or a rantli ; FR | 
hectoring Bully, that's for killing every body elſe: H 
the Hero in Comedy is always the Poet's Character 2a 


Lowe, What's that? 10 
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Hr. A Compound of practical Rake, and ſpeculative 
zentleman, who always bears off the great Fortune in 
he Play, and ſhams the Beau and ' Squire with a Whore or 
h:mbermaid; and as the Cataſtrophe of all Tragedies 
Death, ſo the End of Comedies is Marriage. 

Love. And ſome think that the moſt Tragical Con- 
\uſkon of the two. 

Dr. And therefore my Eyes are diverted by a better 
omedy in the Audience, than that upon the Stage.—[ 
are often wonder'd, why Men ſhould be fond of ſeein 
oo's ill repreſented, when, at the ſame Time and Place, 
hey may behold the mighty Originals acting their 
arts to the Life in their Boxes. 
Live. Oh, be favourable to the Ladies, Mr. Lyrict ; 
is your Intereſt. Beauty is the Deity of Poetry; and 
you rebel, you'll certainly run the Fate of your firſt 
arent the Devil. | 

Hr. You're out, Sir. Beauty is a merciful Deity, 
d allows us ſometimes to be a little Atheiſtical : and 
is ſo indulgent to Wit, that it is pleas'd with it, tho” 
the worſt Habit, that of Satire. Beſides, there can 
pear no greater Argument of our Eſteem, than Rail. 
ry, becauſe it is ſtill founded upon Jealouſy ; occaſion'd 
their preferring ſenſcleſs Fops, and wealthy Fools, 
Ven of Wit and Merit, the great Upholders of the 


ppire. 
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ders d 
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burnt! 
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Night; 


; 
* Live, Now I think theſe Favourites of the Ladies are 
7'd! 0 de witty than Uu. 

2. red” How fo, pray, Sir? f : 
the fag Live. Becauſe they play the Fool, conſcious that it 


nuſt be I! pleaſe; and you're a Wit, when ſenüble that Cox- 
mbs only are encourag'd. I wonder, Mr. Lyric, that 
«chief M len of your Senſe ſhou'd turn Poet; you'll hardly 
ot wid” and a Man that is capable of the Employment will 
ertake It, 
is fort Hr. The Reaſon of that is, every one that knows not 
o» ütle of the Matter, pretends to be a judge of It. 
cringin de Lard, Mr. Lowewell, I put the Critics next 
rantiagfi de Plague, Peſtilence, and Famine, in my Litany.— 
„elſe: { d you {een *em laſt Night in the Pit, with ſuch demure 
ger. ercilious Faces — their contemplative Wigs thruſt 
| ouſly backwards; their Hands rubbing their Tem- 
ly ; ples, 
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les, to chaſe IIl- nature; and with a hiſſing venom: 11 
Ton ue, pronouncing Piſh ! Stuff! Intolerable ! Dan, by 
him! — Lord have Mercy upon us ! 17 

Lowe. Ay, and you ſhall have others as fooliſh as th 775 
are ill- natur'd; fond of being thought Wits, who ſha hy 
laugh outrageouſly at every ſmutty Jeft ; cry very ve 


by Gad; that's fine by Heavens; and if a Diflich of R a 
happens, they clap ſo loud, that they drown the feſt. xj 
Hr. That's the Jeſt. The Wit lies in their Hand 
and if you would tell a Poet his Fortune, you mult g "i 
ther it from the Palmiſtry of the Audience; for as ne 


thing's ill ſaid, but what's ill taken; ſo nothing's vel 
ſaid, but what's well taken. And between you and | 
Mr. Lowewell, Poetry, without theſe laughing Foo! 
were a Bell without a Clapper ; an empty ſounding Bui 
neſs, good for nothing ; and all we Profeſſors mighty 
hang ourſelves in the Bell ropes. | 

Lowe. Ha, ha, ha! But I thought Poetry was i 


y ſuc 
Meck. 
briſk 
ll yo 
Trud, 


: f. Roe 
ſtructive. 12 
Hr. Oh, Gad forgive me, that's true: To Lua ne. 
it is morally beneficial; for you muſt know, they : wy 
too nice to read Sermons ; ſuch. Inſtructions are too gry, , 
for their refin'd Apprehenſions; but any Precepts tt bod m1 
may be inſtill'd by eaſy Numbers, ſuch as of Reg... e. 
and others, make great Converts. Then they hate WF, , 
hear a Fellow in a Church preach methodical Nonne b. 
with a Firſtly, Secondly, and Thirdly : But they take i 1 
with ſome of our modern Plays in their Cloſet, where > , 
Morality muſt be deviliſh inſtructive— But I mul Iz 
gone; here comes the Squire. What, in the Name 
Wonder, has he got with him! Love 
Love. That which ſhall afford you a more plentiful WM... s 
venge than your Lampoon, if you join with me in! | 
Plot. To the better effecting of which, you mull Ws, 
ſeemingly reconciled to him. “Let's ſtep aſide, and HIT 
ſeve 'em, while I give you a Hint of the Matter. on for 
[Exeunt beinveen the Scenes, and ſeem to confer Sſe(c,.., 
hearken. your A 


Enter Mockmode, leading Trudge dieß like a Mie, U 
Meck. This is very fine Weather, bleſſed Weather Ig. 
deed, Madam; *twill do Abundance of Good to the C good 1 


and Corn, | „de 
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Ind. Ay, Sir, the Days are grown a great length; 
11 think the Weather much better here than in Tre- 
1d, 

Mock. Why, Madam, were you ever there ? 


Trug. O, Lard ! What ſhall I ſay now? 'Tis none of 
„ Mine. [4/d:] It coſt, Sir; let me fee it coſt about 
8 but it was my Steward bought it for me; I never 


; Fooi Meck. By the Univerſe, ſhe muſt be plaguy rich! I will 
ng bull brick. { 45e.] Pray, Madam 1I—!I pray, Madam, 


Trad. Oh, no! Not I indeed, Sir; but I have heard- 
y firſt Huſband (reſt his Soul) ſay ſo; he was an [ri 
entleman. : 

Meck. I find, Madam, you have lov'd your firſt Huſ- 
ind mightily, for you affect his Tone in Diſcourſe, - 
iy, Madam, what did that Mourning coſt a Yard ? 


y ſuch ſmall Things. 


il you give us a Song? 

Trud. A Song! Indeed then I had a good Voice, before 

. Roebuck ſpoil'd it. 

Mick. Mr, Reebuck / Was that your firſt Huſband's 

ame, Madam? 

Love. behind. She'll ſpoil all. 
% No, Sir; . Roebuck was a Doctor that let me 

pts o under the Tongue for the Quinſey, and made me 

Reck arſe ever ſince. 

hate et. By the Univerſe ſhe's a Widow, and III be a 

Lonſen tle briſk. Madam, will you grant me a ſmall Favour, 

ca” lein bend upon my Knees to receive it,—| Xneel;s, 

vhere „. What is it, pray? 

[ mul! e. Only to take off your Garter, 

Name é Lovewell enters. 

„e. Zoons, her thick Leg will diſcover all- By your 

ntiful N we, Sir, have you any Pretenſions to this Lady ? 

ne in " [ Puſhes Mock mode down, 

mut esd. I don't know whether this be an Affront or not. 

, ande Aide. Pretenſions, Sir! I have ſo great a Vene- 

. on for the Lady, that I honour any Man that has Pre- 

confi! Mhnons to her. Dem me, Sir, may 1 crave the Honour 

„bur Acquaintance ? 

: Wii" Lo. No, Sir. 

2 %. No, Sir! I gad that muſt be Wit, for it can't 

the Ci zeod Manners, —— Sir, I reſpect all Men of Senſe, and 
7, ad therefore beg to know your Name. 
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I could ſpit Death in his Face. 
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Lowe. No Matter, Sir; I know your Name's Mac 

Mock. By the Univerſe, that's very comical ! thx 
Fellow ſhould pretend to tell me my own Name !— 4; 
ther Queſtion if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Love. What is it, Sir? 

Meck. Pray Sir, what's my Chriſten'd Name? 

Lowe. Sir, you don't know. 

Mack. Zauns, Sir, would you perſuade me out of n 
Chriſten'd Name? I'll lay you a Guinea that I do kN 
by the Univerſe - [Pulli a handful of Money out) Hen 
Silver, Sir; here's Silver, Sir: I can command as mu 
Money as another, Sir ; I am at Age, Sir; and I wa 
be banter'd, Sir. 

Lowe. Sir, you muſt know, that I baptize you Rin 
for your Love to this Lady is the only Sign of Chrik 
m—_ you can boaſt of. — And now, Sir, my Name's I 
avell, 

- Mock. Then I ſay, Sir, that your Love to that Lad 
the only Sign of a Turk you can brag of. I wiſh Cl 
were come. | | [ id 

Love. Sir, I ſhall certainly circumciſe you, if you ma 
any farther Pretenſions to Madam Lucinda here. 

Mock. Circumciſe me! Circumciſe a Pudding's Et 
Sir. Zauns, Sir, I'll be judged by the Lady, wi 
merits Circumciſion moſt, you or I, Sir. Theſe Lond 
Blades are all ſtark mad. [Lucinda enters, aud cer: 
Lovewell courting Trudge in dumb Signs.) I met one abe 
two Hours ago, that had forgot his Name, and this ke 
low wou'd perſuade me now, that I had forgot mu 
Mr. Lyrick 1s the only Man that ſpeaks plain ro me. 
muſt be Friends with him, becauſe I find I may have 0 
caſion for ſuch a Friend; Ill find him out ftrait. [Er 

Love. Madam, will you walk [Exit ævith Trad 

Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward. 


Luc. Now my Doubts are remov'd. 

Pind. Mine are more puzzling. There muſt be fon 
thing in this more than we imagine. You had bel 
talk with him. 

Luc. Yes, if my Tongue bore Poiſon in it, and th 


Pind. If he is loſt, your hard Uſage this Morn 02 1 
occahon'd it. 
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Luc. I am glad on't; I've gain'd by the Loſs; I de- 


0m 
tha Whiſe him more now than. ever I lov'd him. That Paſſion 
— \rWhich can ſtoop ſo low as that Blowze, is an Object too 


dean for any Thing but my Scorn to level at. 

pind. This were a critical Minute for your new Lover 
de 'Squire, I fancy; Mr. Loveruell's Diſgrace wou'd 
ring him into Favour preſently, 
Luc. It certainly ſhall, if he be not as great a Fool as 
other's falſe, 

Pind. You may be miſtaken in your Opinion of him, 
; much as you have been in Mr. Lovewell. _ 

Luc. No, Pindreſt; I ſhall find what I read in the laſt. 
iſcellanies very true: | 


1 Riva But ravo Diſtinctions their .wbole Sex does part; 
= All Fools by Nature, or all Rogues by Art. 
>'S Lin 


SCENE continues. 


* 9 er ſeveral Maſgues croſſing the Stage, and Roebuck fol. 
= lowing. 


Reb, Sdeath; What a Coney-borough's here! The 
rade goes ſwimmingly on. This is the great Empory 
Lewd neſs, as the Change is of Knavery.— The Mer- 


h * hants cheat the World there, and their Wives gull them 
5 ere. — I begin to think Whoring ſcandalous, it is 


on ſo mechanical. — My Modeſty will do me no 
00d, 1 feu Madam, are you a Whore ? 

[ Catches a Maſque. 
If Maſ. Yes, Sir. 
Reb, Short and Pithy. If ever Woman ſpake 
Truth, I believe thou haſt. [Second Maſque pulls bim by 
 Ellow.] Have you any Buſineſs with me, Madam? 
24 Maj. Pray, Sir, be civil; you're miftaken, Sir 
| have had an Eye upon this Fellow all this Afternoon, 
Ade. — You're miſtaken, Sir. 
Roeb. Very likely, Madam; for T imagin'd you modeſt, 
24 Maſ. So I am, for 'm marry'd. 
Rieb, And marry'd to your Sorrow, I warrant you! 
2d Maſ. Yes, upon my Honour, Sir. 
Roeb. I knew it. I have met above a Dozen this Even- 
Ing all marry'd to their Sorrow — Then I ſuppoſe 
Vor. I. H you're 
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you're a Citizen's Wife; and by the Broadneſs of ont Poeb. 
Bottom, I ſhou'd gueſs you ſat very much behind a Coun. ¶ L:ve. 
ter. Ts, Noeb. 
2 Maſ. My Huſband's no Mercer, he's a Judge. love. 
Roeb. Zoons, a Judge; I ſh:ll be arraign'd at the Bar eus f. 
for keeping on my Hat ſo long ——*Tis very hard, Ma. 
dam, he ſhould not do you Juſtice ; Has not he an Etats I Reeb. 
in Tail, Madam ? e Ch: 
2d Maſ. I ſeldom examine his Papers: They are a Par. WM Love. 
cel of old dry ſhrivell'd Parchments ; and this Court-hand Mons his 
is fo deviliſh crabbed, I can't endure it. eof m 
Rocb. Umph!—— Then I ſuppoſe, Madam, you Ws a Pi 
want a. young Lawyer to put your Caſe to, But faith, MWuly in 
Madam, I am a Judge too, oubts, 


Enter Lovewell. ill cer! 

24 Maſ. O, Heavens forbid ! ſuch a young Man! 
Reeb, That is, I'Il do nothing without a Bribe.--MMp,, 
Pray, Madam, how does the Watch ftrike ? "FN 
24 Maf. It never ſtrikes, it only points to the Buſineſ, MW p,, | 
as you muſt do, without telling Tales. Dare ye metMj.,.,. 
me two Hours hence ? . 


Roch. Ah, Madam, but I ſhall never hit the Time e Le. 
actly without a Watch, Por, ( 

2d Ma. Well, take it. — At Ten exactly, at the 
Fountain in the Midale- Temple. Cook upon Littleton be the 
Word. [ Exit 

Roch. So If the Law be all ſuch Volumes as thou, 
Mercy on the poor Students! From Cook upon Littleton in 
Sheets deliver me, | 

Love, What, engag'd r Myrmiden ! I find you'll never 
quit the Battle, till you have crack'd a Pike in the Sei 
vice. | 

Roch. Oh, dear Friend! Thoy'rt critically come to my 
Relief; for faith I'm almoſt tir'd. 

Lowe. What a miſerable Creature is a Whore! whon 
every Fool dares pretend to love, and every wiſe Man hates, 

Rocb. What? Moralizing again! Ob, I'Il tell thee New. 
Man: I'm enter'd in the Inns, by the Lard! 

Live, Pſhaw! | 


B:eb. Nay, if you won't belicye me, ſee my Note of, thou 
She ws the Watch ears, an 


Rub, 


Admiſhon. _._ 
Love, A Gold Watch, Boy 
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yout Wl Roch. Ay, a Gold Watch, Boy. 
"oun. WM L:v4. Whence had you Money to buy it? 
Recb. I took it upon Tick, and I deſign to pay honeſtly. 
love. I don't like this running o*th'Score, But what 
ws from Lucinda, Boy? is ſhe kind? Ha? 

Enter a Maſque croffing the Stage. 
Reb, Ha! there's a ſtately Cruiſer; I muft give her 
e Chace—— I'll tell you when I return. | Exit running. 
love. I find he has been at a Loſs there, which occa- 
dus his Eagerneſs for the Game here, I begin to repent 
e of my Suſpicion ; I believe her Virtue ſo ſacred, that 
is a Piece of Atheiſm to diſtruſt its Exiſtence, But Jea- 
uſy in Love, like the Devil in Religion, is ſtill raifing 
oubts, which, without a firm Faith in what we adore, 
{ll certainly damn us. 


n ! Enter a Porter. 
P. Is your Name Mr. Roebuck, Sir ? 
Love, What wou'd you have with Mr. Roebuck, Sir ? 
ſineß, WF Per. I have a ſmall Note for him, Sir, 
meet By Love. Let me Tee't. 


Por. Ay, Sir, if your Name be Mr. Roebuck, Sir. 
ne ex. ¶ L:ve. My Name is Roebuck, Blockhead. 

P;r. God bleſs you, Maſter, 
at the [ Gives him a Letter, and Exit. 
be tne BY Love, This is ſome tawdry Billet, with aſcrawling Adieu 
Li, the End on't. Theſe ſtrolling Jades know a young 
5 thou; Whol:ſome Fellow newly come to Town, as well as a Par- 
en 's Wife does a fatGooſe, *T's certainly ſome Secret, 


Th d therefore ſhall be Known. [ Opens the Letter, 

ne 

ie Ser s I R, Tue/day, Three o' Clock. 
MI Y Behaviour towards you this Morning was ſomewhat 

to my 


frrange ; but I ſhall tell you the Cauſe 4. it, if you meet 
at Ten this Night in our Garden; the Back-door Shall be 
p | : Your's, Lucinda, 


b, Heav'ns! Certainly it can't be! L, U, C, I. N. D, A: 
it ſpells Woman. I'was never written ſo plain before. 
wack, thou'rt as true an Oracle, as ſhe's a falſe one, 

Lote of", thou damn'd $y4/// I have courted thee theſe three 
I arch ears, and cou'd never obtain above a Kiſs of the Hand, 
: Id this Fellow in an Hour or two has obtain'd thr Back- 
Rad. H 2 door + 


whom 
| hates, 
News, 
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door open, Mr. Roebuck, ſince T have diſcover'd ſome cf 

your Secrets, I'll make bold to open ſome more, of. en 

But how ſhall I ſhake him off ? Oh, I have it; 

Pl ſeek him inſtantly. [ Exit, 
Enter Roebuck meeting the Porter. 

Roeb. Here, you, Sir, have you a Note for one Rocbuct? 

Por. I had, Sir; but I gave it to him juſt now. 

Roeb. You lie, Sirrah; |1 am the Man, 

Por. I an't poſitive I gave it to the right Perſon ; but 
I'm very ſure I did, for he anſwer'd the De'icription . Low 
Page gare to a T, Sir. | 

Roeb. *Twas well I met that Page, Dog, or now ſhou't 
I cut thy Throat, Raſcal. 

Por. Bleſs your Worſhip, noble Sir, [ Exit 

Reb. At Ten, in the Garden! The Back-door open! 
Oh, the delicious Place and Hour! Soft panting Breaſts! 
trembling Joints! melting Sighs ! and eager Embrace: 
Oh, Extaſy !—But how to ſhake off L:wexwell /—T his i 
his nicely Virtuous ! Ha, ha, ha!——This is his innate 
Principle of Virtue! Ha, ha, ha! 

Enter Lovewell. 

Love. How now ! Why ſo merry ? 

Roch. Merry! Why, *twould make a Dog ſplit, Man; 
Ha, be. hal———— The Watch, Sir, the Watch! Hi 
ha, ha! | 

Love. What of the Watch? You laugh by the Hour; 
you'll be run down by and by, ſure! 

Raeb. Ah, but I ſhall be wound up again. This Watch 
J had for a Fee, Lawyer —— Shov'l I ever be try'd befor 
this Judge, how I ſhou'd laugh to ſee how gravely hi 
Gooſe Cap fits upon a Pair of Horns; Ha, ha, ha! 

Love. Thou'rt Horn- mad. Prithee leave Impertinenc 
I receiv'd a Note juſt now. | 

Roeb. A Note! *Sdeath, what Note! What d'ye mean! 
Who brought it? 

Love. A Gentleman; 'tis a Challenge. 

Roeb. Oh, Thanks to the Stars! I'm glad on't, [A 

Lowe, And you may be fignally ſerviceable to me i 
this Affair. I can give you no greater Teſtimony of 1 
Affection, than by making fo ſree with you, ——— 

Rceb. What needs all this Formality ?, ll be thy se 
cond, without all this Impertinence. ; 
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Love. There's more than that, Friend. ——Tn the firſt 


Place, I don't underſtand a Sword; and again, I'm to 
he call'd to the Bar this Term, and ſuch a Buſineſs might 


rejudice me extremely, So, Sir, you muſt meet and 


joht for me. 


erb. Faith, Lowenvell, I ſha'n't ſtick to cut a Throat 


or my Friend at any Time, fo I may do it fairly, or ſo 


The Hour and Place? ; 
Love. This very Evening in Moorfeelds. 
Reeb. Umph! How will you employ yourſelf the 


while ? 


Love, I'II follow you at a Diſtance, leſt you have any 


oul Play. 


Rieb, Which if you do-—eNo, faith Ned, fince I'm 
o anſwer an Appointment for you, you muſt make good 
n Aﬀignation for me, Im to meet one of your Ladies 
tthe Fountain in the Temple To-night. You may be 
all'd to the Bar there, if you will, This Watch will 
| you the Hour, and ſhall de your Paſſport. Let me 
ave yours. | [ Change Watches. 
Live, Oh! Was that the Jeſt? Ha, ha, ha!- 
Well, I will anſwer an Aſſignation for you ſure enough. 
„ ha, ha !-——— How readily does the Fool run to 
we his Throat cut ? | 557 OR 
Reeb, How eagerly now does my Moral Friend run to 
e Devil, having Hopes of Profit in the Wind! I have 
abb'd him off purely. But prithee, Ned, where had 
ou this fine Jewel ! [ Viewing one ty'd to the Watch, 
Love, Pſhaw ! A Trifle; a Trifle; from a Miſtreſs — 
ke care on't tho'. But hark ye, George; don't puſh 
o home; have a Care of whipping thro? the Guts. 
Rieb, Gad, I'm afraid one or both of us may fall. 
ut d'ye hear, Ned, remember you ſent me on this Er- 
nd, and are therefore anſwerable for all Miſchief; if 
© whip my Adverſary thro' the Lungs or fo, remember 
u ſet me upon't. 

Love, Well, honeſt George, you won't believe how 
ch you oblige me in this Courteſy, 

feb, You know always | oblige myſelf by ſerving my 
end I never thought this Spark was a Coward be- 
le. ; [ A/ide. 
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I bave gull'd him fairly. 
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Lowe, I never imagin'd this Fellow was fo eaſy befor 


[4/ide.] Well, good Succeſs to us both; and when we n . 
we'll relate all Tranſactions that paſs, * 
Is A0 


Roeb. That you're a Fool. g 
Love. That you're an Aſs. [ Excunt ſeverally, Iaughir with ; 
Re-emter Lovewell craſing the Stage haflily, Mockmode a be as 


Lyrick following bim. Ree 
Jyr. Mr. Lowewell, a Word w'ye Lacing 
Love. Let it be ſhort, pray Sir, for my Bus'neſs is urgen Lox 
and *tis almoſt dark. Ree 
Lyr. I'm reconcil'd to the *Squire, and want only t Lor 
Preſentment of a Copy of Verſes to ingratiate mH #: 
wholly, thoroughly. Let me have that Piece I lent yt 
HERES. - | -*- 1 
Lowe. Ay, ay, with all my Heart. Here — Farewel. Lev. 
[ Pulls the Poem Baſtihy. and juftles out a Letter with i Koe 
which Mockmode Yates up, pion, | 
Lyr. Now, Sir, here's a Poem, which (according to tif} Lv. 
Way of us Poets) I ſay, was written at fifteen, but betwely 75% 
you and I, it was made at five and twenty. fi 
2 Mock, Five and twenty When is a Poet at Age, J. 
ir. | 
Hr. At the third Night of his firſt Play; for he's nevi] E 
Man till then. Lean. 
Meck. But when at Years of Diſcretion ? Lowe, 
Hr. When they leave Writing; and that's ſeldom of Leas. 
never, Love. 


Mock, But who are your Guardians? 
Lyr. The Critics, who, with their good Will, wor 
never let us cometo Age. But what have you got ther 
Mock. By the Univerſe, I don't know; 'tis a Womat 
Hand; ſome Billet-Deux, I ſuppoſe ; it juſtled out of LW 
*well's Pocket. We'll to the next Light and read it. 
Exc 
SCENE a dark Arbour in Lucinda's Garden. 
Enter Roebuck Solus. 

Reeb. Oh, how I reverence a Back- door half open, 
hut ? Tis the narrow Gate to the Lover's Paradiſe; Cy 
ſtood Centry at the Entrance, Leue was the Word, and 
let me paſs. Now is my Friend pleading for Life; 
has a puzzling Caſe to manage, ten to one he's non-ſuil 
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Enter Lovewell. 

Lowe. I've got in, Thanks to my Stars, or rather the 
Clouds, whoſe Influence is my beſt Friend at preſent. Now 
is Roebuck gazing, or rather groping about for a Fellow 
with a long Sword ; and I know his Fighting Humour will 
be as mad to be baulk'd by any Enemy, as by a Miſtreſs. 

Rieb, Hark, Hark ! I hear a Voice; it muſt be ſhe——- 
Lucinda ? 

Love, True to the Touch, I find. Is it you, my Dear? 

Reeb. Yes, my Dear. | 

Love. Let me embrace thee, my Heart, 

Reb, Come to my arms. h 
[Run into each other's Arms. Finding 


the Miſlake, flart back. 
Love. *Slife! a Man! 


Reeb. Sdeath! a Devil! And wert thou a Le- 
pion, here's a Wand ſhou'd conjure thee down — [ Draws, 
Love, We ſhall find whoſe Charm is ſtrongeſt. [ Draws, 


They puſh by one another; Roebuck paſſes out at the oppo- 
fite Door ; and ar Lovewell is paſfing out on the other 
Side of the Stage, 


Enter Leanthe, with a Night-Gown over his Cloaths, 


Lean. Mr Roebuck ! Sir | Mr. Roebuck ! 

Love. That's a Woman's Voice, I'll ſwear Madam. 

Lean, Sir. 

Love. Come, my dear Lucinda; Pve ſtaid a little too 
mg; but making an Apology now were only lengthening 
he Offence. Let's into the Arbour, and make up for the 
oments miſpent. 

Lean. Hold, Sir: Do you love this Lucinda you're fo 
Fond of hauling into the Arbour ? | 
Y Love, Yes, by all that's powerful. 

Lean. Falſe, falſe Roebuck ! ——[ A/ide.]— AI am loft, 
Love, Madam, do you love this Roebuck, that you open'd 
e Garden-door to ſo late? 

Lean, I'm afraid 1 do too well. 

Love. And did you never own an Affection to another? 
_ No; witneſs all thoſe Powers you juſt now men- 
on d. | 
Love Revenge yourſelves, ye Heavens, Behold in me 
ur Accuſer, and your Judge. Behold Lowenvell, injur'd 

| H + Love well. 
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Lowewell, This Darkneſs, which opportunely hides youMWyet, | 


Bluſhes, makes your Shame more monſtrous. hat 
Lean. Ha! Lovewell! I'm vex'd it is he, but glad to l Mot e 
miſtaken. Now, Female Policy, aſſiſt me, om 


love. Yes, Madam, your Silence proclaims you guilty WWF of li! 
——- Farewel, Woman. | 
Lean. Ha, ha, ba! 7 
Love. What am I made your Scorn ? 
Lean. Ha, ha, ha!----—— This happens better than! ONO 
expected. Ha, ha, ba! Mr. Lowewell ! 
Love. No Counter-plotting, Madam: the Miae's ſprung 
already, and and all your Deceit diſcoyered.. | CE 
Lean, Indec d you're a fine Fellow at diſcovering Deceiy,i 
J muſt confeſs, that cou'd not find whether I was a Man u the 


a Woman all this Time. Luc 
Love. What, the Page! | 1 Tab 
Lean. No Counter-plotting, good Sir; the Mine's ſprun 

already. --—— Ah, Sir, I fancy Mr, Roebuck is better at di * 

covering a Man from a Woman in the dark, than you, Te 
Love. This Diſcovery is the greateſt Riddle !——Prithee tumble 

Child, what makes thee difpuis'd ? But, above all, whi . 

meant that Letter to Roebuck ? = 7 * \ 
Lean, Then I find you intercepted it.— Why, Sit, ny Lect. 

Lady had a Mind to put a Trick upon the impudent Fellos Clock 

made him an Aſſignation, and fent me in her Stead, to bat 3 

ter bim. But when 1 tell her how you fell into the Snar rncipl 

and how jealous you were —— Ha, ha, ha! omes fc 

Lowe. Oh my little dear Rogue! was that the Matter! 8 

[Hugs ber.] On my Conſcience, thou'rt ſo ſoft, | belien Weng 

thou'rt a Woman (till, But who was that Man | ay fore? 

counter'd juſt now ? _ | 74 

Lean. A Man! Twas certainly Roebuck, ———— [4/ e 

Some of the Footmen, I ſuppoſe.— Come, Sir, | me 132 

conduct you out immediately, leſt ſome more of em men Wc 

_ [ Condudts him to the Door and relufiu Nes. 

He certainly was here, and I have miſs'd him. mutt di 

Fortune delights with Innocence to play, _ R 

And loves to hood wink thoſe already blind. 1282 

Wary Deceit can many By-ways tread, _ S 1 

To ſhun the Blocks in Virtue's open Road, Bea wit 

Whilſt heedleſs Innocence {ill falls on Ruin; td Sole 


Luc, þ 
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s your vet, whilſt by Love inſpir'd, I will purſue, 

'hat Men'by Courage, we by Love can do, 
| to be Not even dis Falſhood ſhell my Claim remove; 

tom mutual Fires none can true Paſſion prove | 
guilty Mor like to like, is Gratitude, not Love. 


| The End of the Fourth ACT. 
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SCENE, An Anti-chamber in Lucinda's Houſe * 
the Flat Scene half open, diſcovers a Bed-chamber * 
Lucinda in her Night-gown, and reading by a 
Table. 


ſprung 


Jeceity 
Man « 


| ſprung 
r at en 
MU, 

Prithee 
1, wha 


Enter Roebuck, groping his Way. 


eb, N what new happy Climate am I thrown ?. 

This Houſe is Love's Labyrinth; I have 
lumbled into it by Chance. Ha! an IIluſion! let me 
„ok again, ———— Eyes, if you play me falſe, [ Looking 
but.) Pl pluck ye out——"T1s ſhe ! *tis Lucinda / alone, 
ndreſs'd, in a Bed-chamber, between Eleven and Twelve 
Clock A bleſſed Opportunity Now if her 
mate Principle of Virtue defend her, then is my innate, 
naciple of Manhood not worth Two- pence.— Hold, ſhe 
mes forward. [Lucinda approaches readinfe 
Lac. Unjuſt Prerogative of faithleſs Man, JT 
Ibuſing Pow'r which partial Heav'n has granted! 
0 former Ages, Love and Honour ſtood 
Props and Beauties to the Female Cauſe; 
but now lie proſtitute to Scorn and Sport. 
lan, made our Monarch, is a Tyrant grown, 
ind Woman-kind moſt bear a ſecond Fall. 
Roeb. ¶ Aide.) Ah, and a third too, or I'm miaken. 
mult divert this plaguy Romantic Humour. 
Luc. While Virtue guided Peace, and Honour War, 
heir Fruits and Spoils were Off rings made to Love. 
Reeb. And *tis ſo ſtill: for [raifing his Voice.] 
ay with earlieſt Cherries Miſs does grace, 
nd Soldier offers Spoils of Flanders Lace. 
Luc, Ha! Protect me, Heay'ns ! what art thou? 

— * 5 Reeb, 


Sit, my 
Fello⸗ 
to bat 
e Saat 


itter? 


an | en 


-[46 
* mu 
em we 
{ relurth 
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Roch. A Man, Madam. "Whoſe 
Luc. What accurſed Spirit has driven you hither ? Pride | 
Roeb. The Spirit of Fleſh and Blood, Madam. at my | 


Luc. Sir, what Encouragement have you ever receiv'd | Roet 
prompt you to this Impudence ? | Madar 
Roch. Umph! I mutt not own the Reception of a NavwWec® a 
from her. [Afde.] Faith, Madam, I know not whether ſam 
attribute it to Chance, Fortune, my good Stars, my Fate, Virtue 
or my Deſtiny : But here | am, Madam, and here I vi be, ne 
[Taking ber by the Haun Li 
Luc. [ Pulling her Hand away.) If a Gentleman, ny Luc. 
Commands may cauſe you to withdraw ; if a Ruffian, ay Meanr 


Fcotman fthall diſpoſe of you. | Reel 
Roeb. Madam, I'm a Gentleman; I know how to obige it can”! 

a Lady, and how to ſave her Reputation. My Love and 
Honour go link'd together; they are my Principles; a Lee 
if you'll be my Second, we'll engage immediately. conduè 

Luc. Stand off, Sir; the Name of Love and Honour x 

burleſqu'd by thy profeſſing em. Thy Love is Impudence, 
and thy Honour a Cheat. Thy Mien and Habit fey Pray, 
thee a Gentleman; but thy Behaviour is brutal. Thou at Roel 
a Centaur ; only one part Man, and the other Beaſt, your S 
| Roeb. Philoſophy in Petticoats! No wonder Women wen Luc. 
the Breeches ; [ 4fide.] and, Madam, you are a Demi- Go. Put an 
deſs; only one part Woman, t'other Angel; and thus d ſhall af 
vided, claim my Love and Adoration. | Reel 
Luc Honourable Love is the Parent of Mankind; b bis Je 
thine is the Corrupter and Debaſer of it. The Paſſion i com a 
you Libertines is like your Drunkennefs ; heat of Lull, u Luc. 
t'other is of Wine, and off with the next Sleep. ed thus 
Reeb. No, Madam; an Hair of the ſame —is my Re£p=%" | 
ceipt.— Come, come, Madam, all things are laid to rel whom 
that will difturb our Pleaſure ; whole Nature favours us; tht reclaim 
kind indulgent Stars that directed me hither, wink at whit Roeb 
we are about. —*Twere jilting of Fortune to be now idle; Luc. 
and ſhe, like a true Woman, once baulk'd, never afford: i Neeb 
ſecond Opportunity.— I'll put out the Candle, the Torch i Luc. 
Love ſhall light us to Bed. | Reeb 
Lite, To Bed, Sir — Thou haſt Impudence enough K Madan 
draw thy Rationality in Queſtion. Whence proceeds it? Lc. 
From a vain Thought of thy own Graces, or an Opinion e I've r 
Jou, 01 


my Vutue : —If from the latter, know that I ama Won 
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whoſe Modeſty dare not doubt my Virtue; yet have ſo much 
Pride to ſupport it, that the dying Groans of thy whole Sex 


t my Feet, ſhould not extort an im modeſt Thought from me. 


Roeb. Your Thovghts may be as modeſt as you pleaſe, 
Madam. — You ſhall be as virtuous to-morrow Morning as 
cer a Nun in Europe; the Opinion of the World ſhall pro- 
claim you ſuch, and that's the ſureſt Charter the moit rigid 
Virtue in Exgland is held by. The Night has no Eyes to 
ſe, nor have | a Tongue to tell: One Kiſs ſhalt ſeal up 
my Lips for ever, 3 

Luc. That uncharitable Cenſure of Women, argues the 
Meanneſs of thy Converſation. 

Rocb. Her ſuperior Virtue awes me into Coldneſs — life! 
it can't be Twelve ſure, — Night's a Lyar. 

| [ Draws out his Watch. 

Luc. Sir, if you won't be gone, J muſt fetch thoſe ſhall 
conduct you hence. My Eyes are dazzled ſure, 

[ Paſſing by him teawards the Door, fhe perceives the 
Tewel 4d to the Watch, 
Pray, Sir, let me ſee that Jewel. 

Roeb. By Heavens, ſhe has a mind to't ! 
your Service with all my Soul, 

Luc. Wrong not my Virtue by ſo poor a Thought. 
But anſwer directly, as you are a Gentleman, to what I no 
ſhall aſk : whence had you that Jewel ? | 

Reeb, T exchanged Watches with a Gentleman, and had 
this Jewel into the Bargain. He valu'd it not; "was a Trifle 
ſrom a Miſtreſs. | 

Luc. A Trifle ! ſaid he :—Oh' Indignation, am I flight- 
ed thus !-—]']] put a Jewel out of his Power, that he wou'd 
pawn his Soul to retrieve. If you be a Gentleman, Sir, 
whom Gratitude can work up to Love, or a virtuous Wife 
reclaim, I'll make you a large Return for that Trifle, 

Reeb, Hey-day ! a Wife, faid ſhe. 

Luc. What's your Name, Sir, and of what Country ? 

Reeb. My Name's Roebuck, Madam. F 

Luc. Roebuck. | 

Reeb, *Sdeath ! ] forgot my Inſtructions.— DMockmode, 
Madam. — Roebuck Mockmode, my Name, and Surname. 
Luc. Mockmode, my Squire ! it can't be! hat if it ſhov'd, 
I've made the better Exchange.———Of what Family are 


you, Sir? 
H 6 Roeb. 


* 


Oh, tis at 
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;  Reeb. Of Mickmode-H.1l in Shropſhire, Madam : My FM 2, 
ther's lately dead; I came lately from the Univerlity ; I T. 
_ Fifteen hundred Acres of as good fighting Ground as a Le 
an England, —'T'was Jacky I met that Blockhead to- T2 


| By [ 4/id, Le 
Tuc. The very ſame. —— And had you any DireQious M Mads 
court a Lady in London ? Lu 


Roch. Umph!——How ſhou'd I have found the viſe in 
_ hither elſe, Madam? What the Devil will this come to! M Le. 
| _ [414 Morn 

Luc. My Fool that I dreamt of, I find a pretty Gente l met 
man. Dreams go by Contraries.— Well, Sir, I am Ine G 

. J.ady ; and if your Defigns are honourable, I'm yours ; tale. I 
a turn in the Garden, *till I ſend for my Chaplain: Ye Leg 
mutt take me immediately, for if I cool, I'm loſt for eve 


the W Hue: Kai body. 
Reeb. I think I am become a very ſober e Gep Lu 
tleman in goed earneſt; I don't ftart at the Name of u: 1 
Parſon.——Qh Fortune! Fortune] what art thov doing? Mony! 
thou and my Friend will throw me into the Arms of a ld hi 
Lady, and a great Fortune, how the Devil can | help it! Mead (fe: 
but, Zoons, there's Marriage! Ay, but there's Money.—-088 La 
baut there are Children, ſquawling Children! Ay, but tor . 
there are Rzc#ets and Smail=Pox, which perhaps may n thy 
them all away.— Oh but there's Horns! Horns! Ay, buWDiſcov 
then I ſhall go to Heaven; for *tis but reaſonable, ſince Ihen 
Mavriages are made in Heaven that all Cuckolds ſhouldg 
tnither,—— But then, there's Leanthe / that flicks, [| los Pix. 
her, witneſs, Heaven; I love her to that Degree — Pings, © 
I ſhall whine preſently. I love her as well as any Woman our 
and what can ſhe expect more; I can't drag a Toe, Leas 
Chain a hundred Miles by Land, and a hundred LeaguWMfom m 
by Witer.— Fortune has decreed it otherwiſe. So lead o Pix, 
blind Guide, 'I follow thee; and when the Blind leads Meer- he 
Blind, no u onder they both fall into Matrimony. ¶ Going Wl Lean. 
meets Lean: he.] Oh my dear auſpicious litile Mercur 
me kifs thee.— Go tell thy charming Miſtreſo, I obey , Pin. 
Commands. (£2428 J 
Enter Leanthe, er, t. 
Lean, Her Commands! Oh Heavens! I muft fol" We C. 


bim. | * [ Gate) y \ 
Luc. Page, Page, | | of | 


1 
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My F Za. Oh my curs'd Fortune] baulk'd again Madam. 
y; le Luc. Call my Chaplain ; I'm to be marry'd preſently. 
d as ay Lean. Marry d fo ſuddenly! To whom, pray, Madam? 
to- da, Luc. To the Gentleman you met going hence juft now. 
[( Lear. Oh Heavens! your Ladyfhip is not in earneſt, 
Elions Madam ? 3 | | , 
Luc. What, is Matrimony to be made a Jeſt of? Don't 
the vii be impertinent, Boy; call him inſtantly. 
me to! Lean. What ſhall I do — Oh, Madam, ſuſpend it till the 


[A Morning, for Heav'ns ſake. Mr. Lovesvell's in the Houſe; 

Gente! met him not half an Hour ago; and he will certainly kill 

| am ne Gentleman, and perhaps harm your Ladyſhip. | 

Irs ; Lyc. Loveauell in my Houſe ! how came he hither ? - 

* Lean. I know not, Madam. I faw him, and talk'd to 

for eve bim; he had his Sword drawn, and he threaten'd every 

Li bey. Pray delay it to-night, Madam. 

re Ce Luc. No, I'm reſolv'd; and I'll prevent his diſcovering 

e of Ues: I'll put on a Suit of your Cloaths, and order Pinaręſi to 

ing! Nary her Night-Gown to the Gentleman in the Garden, and 
bid him meet me in the lower Arbour, in the Welt Corner, 

b it! Mead ſend the Chaplain thither inſtantly, * 

y. lar. Hold, Fortune, hold; thou haſt enticly won! 

but the for | am loſt. Thus long I have been rack d In 

ay noa thy tormenting Wheel, and now my Heart-ſtrings break. 

Ay, bi Dicovering who I am, expoſes me to Shame; 

ſince ben what on Earth can help me? 

10uld ; Enter Pindreſs, 


[ loy 

- Pha 
Woman 
Lover 


Pin. Oh Lord, Page, what's the matter? Here's old do- 
ings, or rather new doings. Prithee, let you and I throw 
n our Two-pence a-picce into this Marriage- Lottery” 

Lean. You'll draw nothing but Blanks, Pll aſſure you, 


Lesguom me.—But ſtay, let me confider o'th* Buſineſs, 

lead o Pin. No Confideration ; the Bus'neſs muſt be done hand- 
leads Merer- head. : ; 

z0ing 088 Lean. Well, I have one Card to play fill ; and with yoo, 


222 [ Takes her Hand. 

Pin, You expect tho? that I ſhould turn up Trump. 

Lian No, not if I ſhuffle right. [Ae ]J—-Well, Na- 

fi, "tis a Match. Be gone to the lower Arbour, at the 

t ſeſſagwen Corner of the Garden, and VIl come to thee imme- 
[ G4Wately with the Chaplain, You muſt not whiſper, for we 
4 3 muſt 

£6 


7. le 
obey be 
[Ex 


9 
15 
| 
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man, <—Þ Haſte. Clu 

Pin. Sha'n't I put on my new Gown fiſt ? elieve 
Lean. No, no; you ſhall have a Green Gown for youWa,oh- 
Wedding in the Arbour. Low 


Pin. A Green-Gown !—— Well, all Fleſh-is Graſs. 
Lean, Make haſte, my Spoule, fly, | 
Pin. And will you come? will you be ſure to come? 

O my little Green Gooſeberry, my Teeth waters at ye. 
Lean. Now Chance, No thou'rt blind. 


Then Lowe, be thou my Guide, and ſet me right; t. | 
T blind, like Chance, you bave beſt Eyes by Night. | 2 


- 


SCEN E Bullfnch's Hou/e. ” a 
Euter Lovewell, Bruſh, and Servant. 1 ne 


. Love. Mr. Lyrick abroad, ſay'ſt thou! and Mockmode wil 

1 g 

_ Serv. All abroad, my Miſtreſs and all. 

Lowe I don't underſtand this.— Brufh, run to Lucini 
Lodgings, and obſerve what's doing there: I ſpy'd ſom 
haſty Lights glancing thro' the Rooms: I'll follow you pre 
ſently. [ Exit Bruſh. ]-— Can't you inform me which Wy 
they went? 

Serv. Perhaps Mr. Mockmode's Man can inform ye. 

Lewe. Pray call him. foth“ 
Ser. Mr. Club, Mr. Club. 

Live, What, is the Fellow deaf? 

Serv. No, Sir; but he's aſleep, and in Bed.—Mr. Cl 
Mr. Club. | 
* Club. Augh.—{Yawxirg.] I'm aſleep, I'm aſleep; donnie } 
wake me. — Augh, | 

| Serv, Here's a Gentleman wants ye. 

Enter Club, with his Coat unbutton'd, his Garters unity 

| feratching and yawning, as newly waken'd from Bt 

Club. Pox o'your Londen Breeding ; what makes Je 
waken a Man out of his Sleep that way ? 

Love. Where's your Maſter, pray, Sir? 

Club. Augh——'Tis a ſad thing to be broken of 01 

Reſt this way. 

Love. Can you inform me where your Maſter's gone! 
_ Club. My Maſter— Augh — {Stretching and you 
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Gente, love. Yes, Sir, your Maſter. 

| Club, My Maſter !—Augh—What o'Clock is it, Sir? I 
elieve tis paſt Midnight, tor I have gotten my firſt Sleep 
or your 2 — ; 
Love. Thou'rt aſleep ſtill, Blockhead, Anſwer me, or— 
here's your Maſter ? 
Club. Augh—l had the pleaſanteſt Dream when ycu 
all'd me Augh—1 thought my Maſter's great black 
tone-horſe had broke looſe among the Mares - Augh 
Ind ſo, Sir, you call'd me — Augh— And fo Iawaken d. 
Leve, Sirra, | Strikes him.] Now your Dream's 
ut, | hope. | | 
Club. Zauns, Sir! what d'ye mean, Sir ? My Maſter's as 
ood a Man as you, Sir; Dem me, Sir. | 
Love. Tell me preſently where your Maſter is, Sirrah, or 
1l duſt the Secret out of your Jacket, 
Club, Oh, Sir, your Name's Lowewell, Sir! 
Love. What then, Sir? 
Club, Why then my Maſter is—where you are not, Sir. 


dme! 
it ye, 


be. [ 


ode wil 


Lucinda My Maſter's in a fine Lady's Arms, and you are——here, 
7 | y 
dome 12ke it. (Soragginge 
YOU ei Love. Has he got a Whore a-bed with him? 
ch Vl 6. He may be Father to the Son of a Whore by this 


ime, if your Miflreſs Lucinda be one. Mr. Lyrick did his 
bus'neſs, and my Maſter will do her Buſtneſs I warrant him, 
i 0th* right Shr-phire Breed, which I'm ſure he is, for my 
lother nurs d him on my Milk. | 

Love. Two Calves ſuckled on the ſame Cow Ha, ha, 
Ir. Cg. Gramercy, Poet; has he brought the Play to a Ca- 
ulrophe fo ſoon? A rare Executioner, to clap him in the 
emale Pillory already ! Ha, ha, ha! . 
Club. Ay, Sir; and a Pillory, that you wou'd give your 
us for; | warrant you think my Maſter's over Head and 
in the /ri Quagmire you wou'd have drown'd him 

But, Sir, we have found the Baxtom on't. 

love. He may paſs over the Q1agmire, Sirrah ; for there 
e ſtepping Stones laid in his Way. ; 
Uab, He has got over dry-ſhod, Pl aſſare you —Pray, 

„ did not you receive-a Note from Lucinda, the true 
anda, to meet her at Ten in her Garden, to-night ?— 


E. 


p; dot 


* 
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kes 0 


of or 


zone ! ny don't you laugh now? Ha, ha, hat 
a” uy f » Raſcal, what Intelligence cou'd you have 
3 at ? 


Club 
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Club. Hold, Sir, I have more Intelligence. You threy 
Mr. Lyrick his Poem, in a hurry, in the Park, and jul: 
that ſweet Letter out of your Pocket, Sir. This Letter I 5% 
into my Mafter's Hands, Sir, and diſcover'd your Shani. rie 
Sir, your Trick, Sir. Now, Sir, [think you are as deep nfl v 
the Mud as he is in the Mire. Rich. 
Lowe. Curs'd Misfortune !——And where are they gore... ble 
Sir? Quickly, the Truth, the whole Truth, Dog, or U 1 ag 
ſpit you like a Sparrow. riend, 

Club, I defign to tell you, Sir. Mr. Lyrick, Sir, bei v 
my Maſter's intimate Friend, or fo, upon a Bribe ef bind. 
Hundred Pounds, or ſo, has ſided with him, taken him 9 
Lucinda's Garden in your ſtead, and there's a Parſon, and 
all, and fo forth. — Now, Sir, I hope the Poet has brought 
the Play to a very good Cata—Cata—what d'ye call hin, 
Sir ? 

Lowe. Twas he I encounter'd in the Garden.— *Sdeath! 
Trick'd by the Poet; I'll cut off one of his Limbs; I 
make a Synalœpha of him; III 
Club. He, he, he! — Two Calves ſuckled on the ſane 
Cow | — He, he, he! 

Love. Nay, then | begin with you. [Drubs lin. 

Club. Zauns! Murder! Demme! Zauns! Murder! 
Zauns ! L Runs off, Lovewell after bin 


8 CENE changes to the Anti chamber in Lucinda's Haut; 
a Hat and a Sword en the Table. 


Was Enter Bruſh, 

Bruſh. | have been peeping and crouching about like 
Cat a mouſing. Ha! | ſmell a Rat—a Sword and a Hal 
There are certainly a Pair of Breeches appertaining 1 
theſe, and may be lap'd up in my Lady's Lavender, wht 
knows ? 'F, Lien 

| Enter Lovewell in a hurry, 

Love. What, Sir? What are you doing? l'm ruin“ 
trick'd. . | 

Bruſb. I believe ſo too, Sir See here !—— 

Bel | Shego the Hat and Sari 

Lowe. By all my Hopes, Roebuct's Hat and Sword. Thi 
is Miſchief upon Miſchief. Run you to the Garden, Sima 
and if you find any Body, ſecure em. I'll ſearch the Houk 
I'm ruin'd !— Fly ! Roebuck? — What hoa—Roebuck ? — 0 


Ent 


wer 
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u threrg / Roebuck wunbutton'd; runs 40 Lovewell and en- 
I juſtled braces him, 

ter fe Nb. Dear, dear Lovewe/l, with me Joy; wiſh me Joy, 
Shan py Friend. | | 

deep nM ove, Of what, Sir 2 

Rich. Of the deareſt, tendereſt, white, ſofteſt Bride, a 
ter bleſt Man's Arms. I'm all Air, all a Capid, all Wings, 
d muſt fly again to her Embraces. Detain me not, my 
nend. 


y gore, 
„ Or [ll 


, bein} J v Hold Sir, I hope you mock me! tho? that itſelt's 
de of Mokind. 

him , dub. Mock you !—— By Heaven's, no. She's more 
In, al 


han Senſe can bear, or Tongue expreſs O Lucinda / 
Shou'd Heaven 
Love. Hold, Sir; no more. 

Roeb, I'm on the Rack of Pleaſure, and muſt confeſs all. 
death! When her ſoft melting, white, and yielding Waiſt, 

s ; iin my prefling Arms was folded faſt, 

bur Lips were melted down by Heat of Love, 

Ind lay incorporate in liquid Kifles, 

hillt in ſoft broken Sighs, we catch'd each other's Souls. 
Love. Come, come, Boekuck no more of this Extrava- 
unce—— By Heav'n I ſwear you ma' n't marry her. 

Rock. By Heav'n I ſwear ſo too; for Pm marry'd al- 
ready, 

— Then thou'rt a Villain, 

Reeb, A Villain, Man !——P ſhaw, that's Nonſenſe. A 
oor Fellow can no ſooner get marry'd, than you imagine 


)r0ught 


ill him, 


e ſame 


bs hin, 
 urder! 
er bin 


Houſe; 


like e may be called a Villain preſently—— You may call me 
a Ha fool, a Blockhead, or an Afs, by the * rh of 
ing atom: But why a Villain, for God's ſake ? 

r, who \Love. Did not you engage to meet and fight a Gentleman 


Lieu er me in Moor fields ? 
Reeb. Did not you promile t to engage a Lady for me at 
the Fountain, Sir! 
Love. This Lucinda is my Miſtreſs, Sir. 
Rach. This Lucinda, Sir, is my Wife. 


| Love, Then this decides the Matter.- Draw. 


rain'd 


$avord 


Thi | Throws Roebuck bis Sword, and draws bis owon, 

Sirra i Kors. Prithee be quiet, Man; Uve other Bufineſs to mind 

uſe my Wedding-night. I muſt in to my Bride. Going. 

be ve. Hold, Sir; move a Step, and yy rn L Rab 
En: 


„ | Rub, 
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Roe. Put up, put up; Pſhaw, I a'n't prepar'd to ent Ha 
I a'n't, Devil take me. 


lievers 

Love. Do you dally with me, Sir? Hell.— 
Roeb. Why you won't be ſo unconſcionable as to killMaloud, 
Man ſo ſuddenly ; I han't made my Will yet. Perhau Neeb. 
may leave you a Legacy. Love 
Love. Pardon me, Heavens, if preſs'd by iingiofffſiage » 
Taunts, my Paſſion urge my Arm to act what's foul, Meourted 
92115 to puſh at h Noeb. 

Roch. Hold. [Taking up his Sword.] Vis ſafeſt makifWmy Lo 
Peace, they ſay, with Sword in Hand. I'11 tell d my 
What, Net, | would not loſe this Night's Pleaſure for tifWMmembr 


It is pa 


Honour of fighting and vanquiſhing the Seven Champie 
that I 


of Chr/fendom : Permit me then but this Night to retur 
to the Arms of my dear Bride, and Faith and Troth l 
take a fair Thruſt with you To-morrow Morning, 

Love. What! beg a poor Reprieve for Life — Tbe 
thou art a Coward, 

Roeb. You imagined the contrary, when you employe! 
me to fight for you in Mecorfie/ds. 

Love. Will nothing move thy Gall ? ——— Thor 
baſe, ungrateful. | 

Reeb. Ungratefal! I love thee, Ned ; by Heavens, u 
Friend, I love thee ; therefore name not that Word agait 
ſor ſuch a Repetition would overpay all thy Favours, 

Lowe. A cheap, a very cheap way of making Acknoy 
ledgment, and therefore thou haſt catched it, which make 
thee more ungrateful. 

Noeb. My Friendſhip even yet does balance Paſſion; bu 
throw in the leaſt Grain more of an Affront, and 
Heaven you turn the Scale. 

Love. { Paufing.)] No, I've thought better; my Rea/an 
clears : She's not worth my Sword; a Bully only ſhov 
draw in her Defence, for ſhe's falſe, a Proſtitute. 

| Puts us his Suni 

Roeb. A Proftitute ! by Heavens thou ly'ſt. [ Draw.) 

Thou haſt blaſphemed. Her Virtue anſwers the uncer 
) rupted State of Woman; ſo much above Modeſty, that! 
mocks Temptation. She has convine'd me of the bright 
Honour of our Sex, and I ſtand Champion now for i 
fair Female Cauſe. | 

Love. Then I have loſt what nought on Earth can pay il Meck 
Curſe on all Doubts, all Jealouſics, that deſtroy our pr Univer 

wo 1 [4 ' 
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d to ent Happineſs, by miſtruſting the future. Thus Miſbe- 


lievers making their Heaven uncertain, find a certain 
Hell, —— And is ſhe virtuous ? ſound the bold Charge 
to killed, which does proclaim me guilty. 
PerhanW Rceb. By Heavens, as virtuous as thy Siſter, 

Love. My Siſter !—-—Ha!——I fear, Sir, your Mar- 
rizge with Lucinda has wrong'd my Siſter ; for her you 
courted, and I heard ſhe lov'd you. | 

Noch. I courted her, it is true, and lov'd her alſo ; nay, 
my Love to her rival'd my Friendſhip tow'rds and 
had my Fate allow'd me Time for Thought, her dear Re- 
membrance might have ſtop'd the Marriage. Bot ſince 
it is paſt, I muit own to you, to her, and all the World, 
that I caſt off all former Paſſion, and ſhall henceforth 
confine my Love to the dear Circle of her charming Arms 
from whom I juſt now parted, F 


ſtingi 
oul, 
Y at hi 

makit 
tell the 
e tor th 
ampio 
o retur 
roth [! 


—Tix Enter Leanthe in Woman's looſe Apparel. . 
ploy , Len. I take you at your Word, Theſe are the Arms 
that held you, 


Rieb. Oh Gods and Happineſs ! Leanthe / 

Love. My Siſter ! Heavens! It cannot be, | 
Roeb. By Heavens it can, it ſhall, it muſt be ſo 
For none on Earth cou'd give ſuch Joys but ſhe. —— Who 
would have thought my Joys cou'd bear Increaſe ? Lowe- 
well, my Friend! This is thy Siſter! *Tis Leanthe / My 
Miſtreſs, my Bride, my Wife! 

Lean. | am your Siſter, Sir; as ſuch I beg you to par- 
don the Effect of violent Paſſion, which has driven me 
into imprudent Actions: But none ſuch as may blot the 
Honour of my Virtue, or Family. To hold you no 
longer in Suſpence, *twas I brought the Letter from 


ü U 
— leonthe ; *rwas I manag'd the Intrigue with Lucinda; I 
ſent the Note to Mr. Roebuck this Afternoon; and. 
daun Reeb, That was the Bride of happy me. | 
ad Love. Thou art my Siſter and Guardian-Angel ; for 
unc bon haſt bleſs'd thyſelf, and bleſs'd thy Brother. Lucinda 


that if lll is ſafe, and may be mine. 

Reeb, May! She ſhall be thine, my Friend. 

or ihe Love. Where is Lucinda ? 
Enter Mockmode, 


| Pays M:ck. Not far off; f. i | 
pe Unverſe. ar off; tho' far enough from you, by the 


* | | Lean, 
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Lean. You muſt give me leave not to believe you, $ 
Mock. Oh, Madam! I crave you ten thouſand Pardon, 
by the Univerſe, Madam; Zauns, Madam; Dem me; M: 
dam, 5 ' [ Offers to ſalute her aukawarl, 
Lowe. By your Leave, Sir. FT hru/ts him bat 
Roeb. Ah, Couſin Mockmode /—- How do all our Friend 
in Shropſhire ?“ 1 Ritb, 
Mock. Now, Gentlemen, T thank you all for your Tric on? 
your Sham. You imagine I have got your Whore, Col. 
fin, your Crack. But, Gentlemen, by the Aſſiſtance Me fo n. 


ike the 
oaths, 
d I by 
on thi 
find h 
ncilem 
tween 


a Poet, your Sheely is metamorphos'd into the real LuciniaWe!,, to 
which your Eyes ſhall teſtify. Bring in the Jury then da. 
— Guilty or not Guilty? | ll gi 
| Enter Lyrick and Trudge. Meck, 
Fraud. Oh, my dear Roebuck ! [Trudge /eeing Roebuck I'm b 
throws off ber Maſque, flies to him, takes him about the Med Pou 
and kiſſes bim] And Faith is it you, dear Joy? A. ! 
here have you been theſe ſeven long Years ? hele ar. 
Mock. Zauns! ney, 
Roeb. Hold off, ſtale Iniquity.— Madam, you'll pard i Wk. 
this ? | * [To LeantheWive h. 
Trud. Indeed I won't live with that Stranger. in C 
5 to marry me, ſo you did.— Ah, Sir, MAN ,⸗. 1 
rave Boy, God bleſs him; he's a whole Armful ; Lon 
knows, I had a heavy Load of him. e Exe 
Love. Guilty or not Guilty, Mr. Mockmode ? [4 


Mock. Tis paſt that; | am condemn'd ; I'm hang' 
in the Marriage Nooſe.— Bark ye, Madam, was this ti 
2 that let you Blood under the Tongue for the Quit 
- f 
Trud. Yes, that it was, Sir. 
Mock. Then he may do ſo again; for the Devil tai 
me if ever | breathe a Vein 19 ye. Mr. Lyrack, is t 
your Poetical Friendſhip? 


1 I had only a mind to convince you of your Squit 
I . 3 . 
2 Now, Siſter, my Fears are over.— But where 
Lucinda] How. is ſhe diſpos'd of ? 
Lean. The Fear the lay under of being diſcover'd bj 
ou, gave me an Opportunity ef impoſing Pinareſi ups 
BW inſtead of this Gentlewoman, whom ſhe expected 
wear one of Pindreſi's Night-Gowns as a Diſguiſe. 1 
. N 
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ike the Cheat more current, ſhe diſguis'd herſelf in my 
oaths, which has made her paſs on her Maid for me; 


d [ by that Opportunity putting on a Suit of her's, paſs'd 


on this Gentleman for Lucinda: My next Buſineſs is 
find her out, and beg her Pardon, endeavour her Re- 


nacilement to you, which the Diſcovery of the Miſtakes 


tween both will. eaſily effect. | 

fcb. Well, Sir, [Zo Lyrick, ] how was your Plot car- 
d on ?- | 

Hr. Why this *Squire (will you give me Leave to call 
u ſo now ?) this *Squire had a mind to perſonate Lowe- 
„ to catch Lucinda.—So I made Trudze to perſonate 
anda, and ſnap him in this very Garden.—Now, Sir, 
ul give me Leave to write our Epitbalamium. 

Meck, My Epithalamium! my Epitaph! Screech-Owl, 
I'm buried alive, But I hope you'll return my hun- 
ed Pounds I gave you for marrying me. 

Hr. No; but for five hundred more [Il unmarry you. 


deſe are hard Times, and Men of Induſtry muſt make 


ney, | 
Mack. Here's the Money, by the Univerſe, Sir; a Bill 
ive hundred Pounds Sterling upon Mr. Ditto the Mer- 


rin Cheapfide, Bring me a Reprieve, and *tis yours. 


Hr. Lay it in that Gentleman's Hands. 
[ Gizves Roebuck the Bill, 
e Executioner ſhall cut the Rope. 
[Goes to the Door, and brings in Bullfinch d 
like a Parſon. 
e's Revelation for you !—— 7 open the Gown. 
Meck, Oh, thou damn'd Whore of Babylon“ 


Le. What, Pope Joan the Second! Were you the 


ell ? 
Bull. Of the Poet's Ordination. | 


Hr. Ay, ay, before the Time of Chriſtianity the Poets 


e Prieſts. - | 
lach. No Wonder then that all the World were Hea- 


Is, 


Lr. How d'ye like the Plot? Wou'd it not do well 


a Play ?— My Money, Sir— [To Roebuck, 
eb, No, Sir; it belongs to this Gentlewoman.— 
pe it to T:udge.] You have diyorc'd her, and muſt 

3h& give 
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give her ſeparate Maintenance.— There's another Tun 
of Plot you were not aware of, Mr. Lyrick. 


Enter Lucinda, Leanthe, aud Pindreſs, 


Luc. You have told me Wonders. 

Lean. Here are theſe can teſtify the Truth. This Gen. ] 
tleman is the real Mr. M:c4mode, and much ſuch another 
Perſon as your Dream repreſented. 

Roeb. IJ hope, Madam, you'll pardon my difſembling, 
ſince only the Hopes of ſo great a Purchaſe cou'd cauſeit itte 

Luc. Let my wiſhing you much Joy and Happineſs 
your Bride, teſtify my Reconciliation; and at the Re 
queſt of your Siſter, Mr, Lowexwell, I pardon your pi 
Jealouſies. You threatened me, Mr. Love vpell, with a 
Triſh Entertainment at my Wedding. I wiſh it preſent 
now, to aſſiſt at your Siſter's Nuptials, 

Lean. At my laſt going hence, I ſent for 'em, and they 
ready. 

Lowe, Call 'em in then. 


[A Iriſh Entertainment of three Men and three ck 
men, dre/i'd after the Fingalian Faſbia ur Ing 
Luc. I muſt reward your Siſter, Mr. Lovewell, forth 
many Services done me as my Page, I therefore (et1\8M/7 ne 
my Fortune and myſelf on you, on this Condition, Ine, 
you make over your Eſtate in Ireland to your Siſter a ba; 
that Gentleman, 
Love. Tis done, only with this Proviſo, Brother, Ti, as 3 
you forſake your Extravagancies, r all 05, 
Rieb, Brother, you know I always lighted Gold, —_— 
But moſt when offer'd as a ſordid Bribe, 1 Arts 
I ſcorn to be brib'd even to Virtue, Io dive 
But for bright Virtue's ſake, I here embrace it. ought. 
{ Embracing Leantit . 
] have eſpous'd all Goodneſs with Leanthe, 
And am divorc'd from all my former Follies, ben the; 
Woman's our Fate.. Wild and unlawful Flames 2 * 
Debauch us firfl, and ſofter Love reclaimt. Pal = 
Thus Paradiſe was loft by Woman's Fall, Ialian 7 
Put wirtuous Woman thus refteres it all. ¶Exeunt onus; he 
Vice is / 
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bling, | 
ule Uitten and ſpoke by Jo. Haynes in 
neſs i . 
ie Re Mourning. 
ur pa 
my Come not here, your Poet's Fate to ſee, 
DIO He and bis Play bath be damn'd for me : 
Rojal Theatre, I come to Mourn for thee. 


they muſt thaſe Structures then untimely fall, 


lt 1h" other Houſe lands, and gets the Devil and all ? 
ill kind Fortune through all Weathers ſteer em, 
Beauties bloom there, ſpite of Edax Rerum ? 

tur Ingenio, that damn'd Motto there, 


wee Wi 
Faſbin 

for thi 
e fetti 
1, Thi 
ter and 


er, Th 
1d, 


[Looking up at it, 
'd me firfl to be a wicked Player. 

(Times indeed; O Tempora! O Mores! 

rv that Stage muſt down, where not one Whore is, 


ut can you have the Hearts the. Pray now ſpeak, 
r all our Services, to let us break ? | 
cannot do't unleſs the Devil's in ye; 
1 Arts, what Merit, ha'n't we us'd to uin ye 
in divert you with ſome new French Strollers; 
rug ht ye Bona Sere's, Barba Colars. 
Leandt | {Mocking the late Singers. 
ten their Male Throats no longer drew your Money; 
pit you an Eunuch”s Pipe, Signior Rampony. 
f Brardle/s Songſter we cou'd ne er make much on; 
Females found a damn Blotch in his Scutcheon. 
Italian nozy abe ve got of mighty Fame, 
at omi Sieiſmondo Fideli—T here's Mufic in his Name : 
Fuce is like the Muſic of the Spheres, 
O69 . 72. Heavenly for the Price it bears, (201. a _— 
4 4 


EL OGUE 


He's a handſome Fellow too, Iroks briſk and trim: 

I he- don't take ye, then the Deel take him. 

Beſides, lefl our white Faces always mayn't delight ye, iÞ 
Wwe pickt up Giffies now to pleaſe or fright ye. 


Laſtly, to make our Houſe mare courtly. ſhine, 
As Travel does the Men of Mode refine, 
So cur Stage-Heroes did their Tour deſign. 
To mend their Manners, and coarſe Engliſh Feeding, : 
They awent to Ireland, to improve their Breeding ; 
Yet, for all this, we flill are at a boſs, 
Oh Collier! Collier! 25 frighted awvay M., Cs; 
Sbe, to return our Foreigner's Complaiſance, 
At Cupid's call, has made a Trip to France. 
Love's Fire Arms here, arc fince not *vorth a Sous e 


We we loft the ouly Touch: hole of our Houſe, * 


Lefing that Feabel, gave us a fatal Blow: 
Vell, if thin Audience muſt Jo. Haynes unde ; 
Wl, if "tis decreed, nor can thy Fate, O Stage ! 
Refit the Vows of this obdurate Age; 
Pl then grcau xviſer, leave off playing the Fool, 
And hire this Play-beuſe for a Boarding-School, 
D'ye think the Maids wor't be in a feveet Condition, 
When they are under Jo. Haynes's grave Tuition ? 
They li bade no Occaſion then, Pm ſure, ta Play, 
T bey'il bawe ſuch Comings in another way. © 
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F A 
To the Reader. 


N affected Modeſty is very often the greateſt Vanity, and 
A Authors are ſometimes prouder of their Bluſbes, than of the 


Praiſes that accafion'd them. TI jha'n't therefore, like a 
fuliſh Virgin, fly to be purſu'd, and deny what I chiefly wiſh 
im, TI am very willing to acknowledge the Beauties of this 
Play, eſpecially thofe of the third Night, which not to be proud 
of, avere the Height of Impuderce : Ibo is aſham'd to value 
bimſelf upon ſuch Favours, undervalues thee who conferr d them, 

As I freely ſubmit to the Criticiſms of the Tudicious, /o I can- 
wt allow this an ill Play, fince the T own has alli d it ſuch 
Succeſs, When they have pardon'd my Faults, *twere wery ill 
Manners to condemn their Indulgence. Some may think (my 
Acquaintance in T own being too ſlender to make a Party far the 
Play) that the Succeſs muſt be deriv*'d from the pure Merits 
of the Cauſe, I am of another Opinien ; 1 bade not been long 
ugh in Town to raiſe Enemies againſt me; and the Engliſh 
oe ſtill kind to Strangers. I am below the Envy of great 
Wits, and abowe the Malice of little ones. I hawe not diſpleaſed 
the Ladies, nor offended the Clergy ; bogh. ayhich are now pleas'd 
1 ſay, that a Comedy may be diverting without Smut and 
Profaneneſs. | 

Next to thoſe Advantages, the Beauties of Action gave the 
greate/? Life to the Play, of which the Town is ſo Jenſible, 
that all will join with me in Commendation of the Actors, and 
allow (wvithout detrafting from the Merit of others) that the 
Theatre-Royal affords an excellent and compleat Set of Come- 
dans, Mr. Wilks's Performance has ſet him ſo far above 
Competition in the Part of Wildair, that none can pretend to 
y the Praiſe due to his Merit, That he made the Part, auill 
appear from hence, tbat whenever the Stage has the Misfortune 
's laſe him, Sir Harry Wildair may go to the Jubilee. 

A great many quarrel at the Trip to the Jubilee far a 
Miſnomer : I muft tell them, that perhaps there are greater 
Trips in the Play; and auben I find that more cad Plays have 
lad better Succeſs, I'll talk with the Critics about Decorums, 
te. However, if I ever commit another Fault of this Na- 
lure, Dll endeavour to make it more excuſable. 


TY P R O- 


EE ITO 


P R 0 LOG UE 
By a FRIEN D. 


P OETS will think nothing fo checks their Fury 
As Wits, Cits, Beaux, and Women for their Jury. 
Our Spark's half dead to think what Medley's come, 
With blended Judgments to pronounce his Doom. 
*Tis all falſe Fear; for in a mingled Pit, 
Why, what your grave Don thinks but dully writ, 
His Neighbour ith great Wig may take for Wit. 
Some Authors court the Few, the Wiſe if any ; 
Our Youth's content, if he can reach the many, 
Who go with much like Ends to Church and Play, 
Not to Herve what Priefts or Poets ſay, 
No ! no ! your Thoughts, like theirs, lie quite another aray. 
The Ladie: fafe may ſmile, for here's no Slander, 
No Smut,” no lewd-tongu'd Beau, no double Entendre. 
*Tis true, he has a Spark juft come from France, | 


But then ſo far from Beau—why, he talks Senſe ! 
Like Coin oft carry'd out, but—=jeldom brought from thence. 
There's yet a Gang to whom our Spark ſubmits, 

Your E e Haling F ool, that lives H Wits, 

That's only witty tho', jufl as he lives, by fits. 

Who, Lion-like, through Bailiffs, ſcours away, 

Hunts, in the Face, a Dinner all the Day, 

At Night with empty Bowels grumbles o'er the Play. 
And now the modiſh Prentice he implores, 

Who, with his Maſter's Caſh, flo'n out of Doors, 
Employs it on a Brace of —— Honourable Whores : 
While their good bulky Mother pleas'd, fits by, 
Bawd Regent of the Bubble Gallery. 

Next to our mounted Friends, wwe humbly move, 
Who all your Side-box Tricks are much above, 
And never 17 to þ fo pey us with your Love. © 

Ah Friends ! rſet Garden-houſe is gone ; 
Our merry with there are all undone : 


N PROLOGUE. 


& wite loft to us, ſure for ſome flange Mi/zeeds, 
That ſtrong Dog Sampſon*s pulPd it der our Heads, 
Snaps Rope like Thread ; but when his Fortune f told him, 
E He'll hear perhaps of Rope will one Day hold him : 
lat, I bope, that our gocd- natur à Town 
Will ind a way to pull his Prices down. 
Well, That's all ! Now, Gentlemen, for the Play, 
On ſecond T houghts, Ive but two Wards to Jay ; 
duch as it is for your Delight deſign d, 
Hear it, read, try, judge, and ſpeat as you find. 
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At DRURTY-LANE, 1771. 


Sir Harry Wildair 


Beau Clincher 


Colonel Standard 
Alderman Smuggler 


Clincher junior 
Vizard - 
Dicky = 
Tom Errand 


Angelica = 
Lady Darling 
Parly - 
Lady Lurewell 


Conftable, Mob, Porter's Wife, Servants, Oc. 


Mrs. Barry, 
Mr. Tefer/on. 
Mr. Aickin, 
Mr. Par/oas. 
Mr. W. Palmer, 


Mr. Packer. 


Mr. Waldron. 
Mr. Ackman. 


Miſs Rogers, 
Mrs, Cre/+, 
Mrs. Love. 
Mrs. Baddeley. 
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&KCFZ: 


SCEN E, The Park. 


Enter Vizard avith a Letter, a Servant following, 


: V IZ AR D. : 
NGELIC A ſend it back unopen'd ! ſay you ? 
Serv. As you ſee, Sir. 
Viz, The Pride of theſe virtuous Women is more 
inſufferable than the Immodeſty of Proſtitutes—After all 
ny Encouragement to ſlight me thus! 
Srv. She faid, Sir, that imagining your Morals ſin- 
cere, ſhe gave you Acceſs to her Converſation z. but that 
your late Behaviour in her Company has convinc'd her, 
that your Love and Religion are both Hypocriſy, and 
that ſhe believes your Letter like yourſelf, fair on the 
Outſide, foul within; ſo ſent it back unopen'd. 
Viz. May Obſtinacy guard her Beauty till Wrinkles 
bury it ; then may Deſire prevail to make her curſe that 
untimely Pride her diſappointed Age repents—Pll be 
reveng'd the very firſt Opportunity — Saw you the old 
Lady Darling, her Mother? 
I 4 Serve 


your Commendation. 
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Serv. Yes, Sir, and ſhe was pleas'd to ſay much Sta 


Vix. That's my Cue — An Eſteem grafted in 0. Sta 
Age is hardly rooted out; Years ſtiffen their Opinion Vis 
with their Bodies, and old Zeal is only to be cozen'd . a 
young Hypocriſy. | La egin 
Run to the Lady Lurewel/s, and know of her Mad erday 
whether her Ladyſhip will be at home this Evening. He the H 
Beauty is ſufficient Cure for Angelica's Scorn. Smu 
[Exit Servant. Vizard pulls out a Book, reads, ais N 

5 walls about. n tan 

nc 


Enter Smuggler. 

Smug. Ay, there's a Pattern for the young Men o 
Times, at his Meditation ſo early, ſome Book of piou Did w. 
Ejaculations, I'm ſure. 

Viz. This Hobs is an excellent Fellow ! [AA.] ( 
Uncle Smuggler ! To find you at this End o'th' Toy 
is a Miracle. 

Smug. I have ſeen a Miracle this Morning inded 
Couſin Fizard. Ive anc 

Fiz. What is it, pray, Sir? 

Smug. A Man at his Devotion ſo near the Court 
very g ad, Boy, that you keep your Sanctity untaint 
in this infectious Place; the very Air of this Park i 
Heatheniſh, and every Man's Breath I meet ſcents 0 
Atheiſm. 

Viz. Surely, Sir, ſome great Concern muſt bring yo 
to this unſanRify'd End of the Town. 

Smug. A very unſanctify'd Concern truly, Couſin. 

Vi. What is it t 

Smug. A Law,. Suit, Boy—— Shall I tell you 2 nes Nþ 
Ship the Sar is newly arriv'd from Sr. Sebaſtian, lade 
with Portugal Wines: Now the impudent Rogue of 
Tide-waiter has the Face to affirm it is French Wines! 
Spaniſh Caſks, and has indicted me upon the Statute 
O Conſcience! Conſcience! Theſe Tide-waiters an 
Surveyors plague us more with their French Wines, thi 
the War did with French Privateers————Ay, ther 
another Plague of the Nation — 

Enter Colonel Standard. 
A red Coat and Feather. 


Viz. Col. Standard, I'm your humble Servant. ; 
an 
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Stand. May be not, Sir. 

Viz, Why ſo? 

Stand. Becauſe———T'm diſbanded. 

Viz. How ! Broke ? 

Stan. This very Morning, in Hide-Park, my brave 
Regiment, a thouſand Men that look'd like Lions Yeſ- 
terday, were ſeatter'd, and look'd as poor and fimple as 
the Herd of Deer that graz'd beſide *em. 

Smug. Tal, al, deral [Singing.] 'P1l have a Bonfire 
this Night as high as the Monument. 

Stand, A Bonfire! Thou dry, wither'd, Il-nature ; 
had not thoſe brave Fellows Swords defended you, your 
Houſe had been a Bonfire e'er this about your Ears.—— 


uch! 


in O. 
pinior 
en'd 


f pio Did we not venture our Lives, Sir ? 

Smug. And did we not pay for your Lives, Sir 
{de.) (enture your Lives! I'm ſure we ventur'd our Money, 
* Toy that's Life and Soul to me:—— Sir, we'll maintain 


jou no longer. 

Stand, Then your Wives ſhall, old 42x. There are 
ve and thirty ſtrapping Officers gone this Morning to 
ve upon free Quarter in the City. 

dung. O Lord! O Lord! I ſhall have a Son within 
tle nine Months born with a leading Staff in his Hand. 

Sir, you are 
Stand, What, Sir. 
dung. Sir, I ſay that you are; ——_ 
Stand. What, Sir? | | 
inug. Diſbanded, Sir, that's all I ſee my Law- 


aſin. er yonder. Exit. 
Viz. Sir, I'm very ſorry for your Misfortune. 
-%. Why ſo? I don't come to borrow Money of 
1, laden”; if youre my Friend, meet me this Evening at the 
ue of Wer; I'll pay my Foy, drink a Health to my King, 
Vines Wolperity to my Country, and away for Hungary to- 


ute orrow Morning. 
Fiz, What! you. won't leave us? | | 
Stand. What! A Soldier ſtay here, to look ike an 
Fair of Colours in We/fminfter- Hall, ragged and 
ily! No, no I: met Yeſterday a broken Lieu- 
tant, he was aſham'd+to own that he wanted a Dinner, 
t bepg'd Eighteen-pence of me to buy a new. Scabbard: 
l « dis Sword. | 
Stan KS , Vize. 
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Fiz. O, but you have good Friends, Colonel! Stan 
Stand. O, very good Friends ! My Father's a LodMpaign 


and my elder Brother a Beau; mighty-good Friend V. 
indeed! Stan 


Fiz. But your Country may perhaps want your S⁰•]. . 
again, | inconſi 
Stand. Nay, for that Matter, let but a ſingle Dru tances 
beat up for Volunteers between Ludgate and Charig and eat 
Cro/s, and I ſhall undoubtedly hear it at the Walls Mind Pe 
Buaa. derer 
Viz. Come, come, Colonel, there are Ways of maki re: 
your Fortune at Home—Make your Addreſſes to tifhimſelt 
Fair, you're a Man of Honour and Courage. by wh 
Stand. Ay, my Courage is like to do me wondroaffthan be 
Service with the Fair: This pretty croſs Cut over n 
Eye will attract a Dutcheſs —I warrant *twill be Wild 
mighty Grace to my Ogling— Had I us'd the Stray x. 
gem of a certain Brother Colonel of mine, I might i i 
ceed. long ? 
Fiz. What was it, pray? pulpit- 
Stand. Why, to ſave his pretty Face for the WomeqW:ce, 1 
he always turn'd his Back upon the Enemy.— = 5:4: 
was a Man of Honour for the Ladies. | WL 
Viz. Come, come, the Loves of Mars and Jen wiki own, 
never fail ; you muſt get a Miſtreſs, Fiz. 
Stand. Prithee, no more on't=— You have awake de Kn: 
2 Thought, from which, and the Kingdom, I wor tara 
have ſtol'n away at once. — To be plain, I hate Hendin 
Miſtreſs. Wild. 
Viz. And ſhe's cruel ? 1 
Stand. No. „ee. 
Viz. Her Parents prevent your Happineſs ? Stand 
Stand, Nor that. | Wild. 
Vix. Then ſhe has no Fortune? . 
Stand. A large one: Beauty to tempt all Mank Land 
and Virtue to beat off their Aſſaults. O Yizard /- ſuc . 
Creature ! Stand, 
Enter Sir Harry Wildair, cro/ſes the Stage finging, ed an 
Footmen after him. ciambe! 
Hey-day ! Who the Devil have we here? Wild. 


Viz. The Joy of the Play-houſe, and Life of the Paß ven. 
Sir Harry Wildair, newly come from Paris. | 100m» 
1 t 
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Stand. Sir Harry Wildair ! Did not he make a Came 
paign in Flanders ſome three or four Years ago ? 

Viz. The ſame, | 

Stand. Why, he behaved himſelf very bravely 

Viz. Why not? Do'ſt think Bravery and Gaiety are 
nconſiſtent? He's a Gentleman of moſt happy Circum- 
fances, born to a plentiful Eftate; has had a genteel 
and eaſy Education, free from the Rigidneſs of Teachers, 
znd Pedantry of Schools. His florid Conſtitution being 
erer ruffled by Misfortune, nor ſtinted in its Pleaſures, 
us render'd him entertaining to others, and eaſy to 


Lord 


Friend 
Swor 


Dr 1 
Harig 


alls 0 


makin 


to bimſelf. —Turning all Paſſion into Gaiety of Humour, 
by which he chuſes rather to rejoice with his Friends, 
ondroufthan be hated by any; as you ſhall ſee. 


Re-enter Wildair. 

Wild. Ha, FVizard / 

Viz. Sir Harry / 

Wild, Who thought to find you out of the Rubrick ſo 
long ? I thought thy Hypocriſy had been wedded to a 
Pulpit- Cuſhion long ago. — Sir, if I miſtake not your 
Face, your Name 1s Standard. 
grand. Sir Harry, I'm your humble Servant. 

Hild. Come, Gentlemen, the News, the News o'th” 
own, for I'm juſt arriv'd. 
Viz, Why, in the City-end o'th' Town we're playing 

e Knave, to get Eſtates. 

Stand, And in the Court-end playing the Fool, in 
pending em. 

Wild. Juſt fo in Paris. Pm glad we're grown ſo modiſh. 
Viz. We are fo reform'd, that Gallantry is taken for 
Fice, | 
Stand, And Hypocriſy for Religion. 

Wild. Alamode de Paris again. 

Viz, Not one Whore between Ludgate and Aldgate. 

Land. But ten Times more Cuckolds than ever. 

Fiz. Nothing like an Oath in the City.. | 

Fand. That's a Miſtake; for my Major ſwore a hun- 

wred — fifty laſt Night to a Merchant's Wife in her Bed-- 

amber. 

Wild. Pſhaw, this is trifling; tell me News, Gentle 

den. What Lord has lately broke his Fortune at the: 

room -Porter's ? or his Heart at New-Marke, for the 
1 6 Loſs 


Ver It 


1 be 
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Loſs of a Race? What Wiſe has been lately ſuing in 


Dockors- Commons for Alimony ; or, what Daughter rw 


away with her Father's Valet? What Beau gave the 
nobleſt Ball at the Bath, or had the fineſt Coach in the 


Ring? I want News, Gentlemen. 


Stand. Faith, Sir, theſe are no News at all. 

Viz, But pray, Sir Harry, tell us ſome News of you 
Travels. 
Mild. With all my Heart, Vou muſt know then,! 
went over to Amſterdam in a Dutch Ship: I there had 


Dutch Whore for five Stivers. I went from thence u 


Landen, where I was heartily drub'd in the Battle vil 


the But-end of a Swi/s Muſket. I thence went to Pan 


where I had half a- Dozen Intrigues, bought half 
Dezen new Suits, fought a Couple of Duels, and here! 
am again in /tatu quo. 

Viz But we heard that you deſign'd to make the Tout 
of Italy; what brought you back ſo ſoon ? 

Wild. That which brought you into the World, and 
may perhaps carry you out of it; a Woman. 

Stand. What! quit the Pleaſures of Travel for 
Woman ! 

Wild. Ay, Colonel, for ſuch a Woman! I had ratke 
ſee her Ruelle than the Palace of Lewis le Grand : Ther 
more Glory in her Smile, than in the Jubilee at Roms 
and I wou'd rather kiſs her Hand, than the Pope's Toe 
Fiz. You, Colonel, have been very laviſh in the Beaut) 
and Virtue of your Miſtreſs ; and Sir Harry here has bee 
no leſs eloquent in the Praiſe of his. Now will I lay 50 
both ten Guineas a-piece, that neither of them 1s f 
pretty, ſo witty, or ſo virtuous, as mine. 

Stand. Tis done, 

Wild. I'll double the Stake: — But, Gentlemen, nov 
think on't, how ſhall we be reſolv'd? For I know ne 
where my Miſtreſs may be found; ſhe left Paris about 
Month before me, and I had an Account 

Stand. How, Sir! left Paris about a Month before you 

Wild. Yes, Sir, and I had an Account that ſhe lodg 
ſomewhere in St. James's. 

Viz. How! ſomewhere in St. James, ſay you? 
Wild. Ay, Sir, but I know not where, and perbap 
mayn't find her this Fortnight. * 
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ing il S/. Her Name, pray, Sir Harry. 
r u Vi. Ay, ay, her Name; perhaps we know her. 
e U id. Her Name! Ay, —— ſhe has the ſofteſt, whiteſt 
in tha Hand that e'er was made of Fleſh and Blood; her Lips 
| ſo balmy fweet 
Stand. But her Name, Sir. 
f you id. Then her Neck and Breaſt ;=— her Breaſts do 
ſo heave, fo heave. [ Singing. 
hen, BW /:z. But her Name, Sir; her Quality. 
had Wild. Then her Shape, Colonel ! 
nce ll Stand. But her Name I want, Sir. 
e win la. Then her Eyes, Vizard / 
Pari Stand. Pſhaw, Sir Harry, her Name, or nothing. 
half MW #74. Then if you mutt bave it, ſhe's call'd the Lady 
here But then her Foot, Gentlemen; ſhe dances to a 
Miracle. Vixard, you have certainly loſt your Wager. 
Tou iz. Why, you have certainly loſt your Senſes ; we 
hall never diſcover the Picture, unleſs you ſubſcribe the 
Name. 
Hild. Then her Name is Lurenwell. 
Stand. Sdeath, my Miſtreſs. LAlide. 
Viz. My Miſtreſs, by Jupiter. 22 
Mild. Do you know her, Gentlemen ? 
There Sand. I have ſeen her, Sir. 
Mild. Can'ſt tell where ſhe lodges? Tell me, dear 


Colonel. 
Beau Fand. Your humble Servant, Sir. [ Exit Stand. 
a5 been Mild. Nay, hold, Colonel; P11 follow you, and will 
ay v0 bn [ Runs out. 


w. 

Viz. The Lady Lurewell, his Miſtreſs ! He loves her: 
but ſhe loves me.—But he's a Baronet, and I plain 77- 
ard; he has a Coach and Six, and I walk on Foot; I 
was bred in London, and he in Paris. That very 
Circumſtance has murder'd me Then ſome Stratagem 
nuſt be laid to divert his Pretenſions. | 

Re-enter Wildair. 
Wild. Prithee, Dick, what makes, the Colonel ſo out 
Humour ? 
Fiz. Becauſe he's out of Pay, I ſuppaſe. 
Wild. *Slife, that's true; I was beginning to miſtruſt 
ome Rivalſhip in the Caſe. 
Fiz, And ſuppoſe there were, you know the Colonel 


* fight, dir Harry. 
Wild. 


erhap 


Sar 


2 
1 12. „ r — — — — — 
* . 1 


9 
9 
4 
o 


206 The Conflant Couple. 
"ild. Fight! Pſhaw! but he can't dance, ha! will Viz 
contend for a Woman, Y:zard! *Slife, Man, if Lade eate 


were to be gain'd by Sword and Piſtol only, what Mat p 
Devil ſhould all we Beaux do? the L 


Vis. VI! try him farther. [4/ide.] But wou'd not yoyMWilpa 
Sir Harry, fight for this Woman you ſo much admire; M ½. 
Wild. Fight! Let me conſider, I love her ther MWHouſc 
truez—but then | love honeſt Sir Harry Wildair bettet Vit 
The Lady Lurewell is divinely charming —=—right port 


but then a Thruſt Vth* Guts, or a Midaleſeæ Jury, is nend 
ugly as the Devil. Eater! 

Viz. Ay, Sir Harry, *twere a dangerous Caſt for Mplac'd 
Beau Baronet to be tried by a Parcel of greaſy, grun i 
bling, bartering Boobies, who wou'd hang you, pureli ere, 


becauſe you're a Gentleman. | walk 
Wild. Ay, but, on t'other Hand, I have Mone 
enough to bribe the Rogues with: So upon mature De Clin 
liberation, I would fight for her,—But no more of he Janes 
Prithee, FYizard, can't you recommend a Friend to M Mr. 
retty Miſtreſs by the by, till I can find my own ? ve Sir, 
— Store I'm ſure; you cunning poaching Dogs mai not; 
ſurer Game, than we that hunt open and Kir. Prithe Met 
now, good Vixard. | Air of 
Viz. Let me conſider a little Now Love and e You 
venge inſpire my Politics, And be 
[ Pauſes whilft Sir Harry walks /ingin, Gen 
Wild. Pſhaw! thou*rt as long ſtudying for a te Sot 
Miſtreſs, us a Drawer is piercing a new Pipe. I ho 
Vix. I deſign a new Pipe for you, and wholeſome Wine Gen 
you'll therefore bear a little Expectation. bumbl 
Wild. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, dear Vizard? Wil 
Fiz. A Girl of Sixteen, Sir Harry. Vie. 
Wild. Now ſixteen thouſand Bleflings light on thee. MWyrentic 
Viz. Pretty and witty. City, 
Wiid. Ay, ay, but her Name, Y:zard.. Wila 
Fiz. Her Name! yes. ſhe has the ſofteſt white Vix. 
Hand that e'er was fade of Fleſh and Blood; her L V 
ſo balmy ſweet Viz, 
Wild. Well, well, but where ſhall I find her, Man? MW/rdþir 
Pie, Find her but then her Foot, Sir Harm; Mbe Sc 
.dances to a Miracle, Whip? 


Vid. Prithee don't diſtract me. orſwe. 
c | aud uſ 
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Vix. Well then, you muſt know, that this Lady is the 
vreateſt Beauty in Town; her Name's Angelica: She 
that paſſes for her Mother is a private Bawd, and call'd 
the Lady Darling ; ſhe goes for a Baronet's Lady, (no 
ot youMPiſparagement to your Honour, Sir Harry) I affure you. 


va! W 
Lad. 
hat th 


nice? Vila. Pſhaw, hang my Honour; but what Street, what 
— that Houſe ? 

better Vis. Not fo faſt, Sir Harry; you muſt have my Paſs- 
ht port for your Admittance, and you'll find my Recom- 


nendation in a Line or two will procure you very civil 


, 51 
N Entertainment; I ſuppoſe 20 or 30 Pieces handſomely 


t for Mplac'd, will gain the Point: Pl enſure her ſound. 
grun Vid. Thou deareſt Friend to a Man in Neceflity ,— 
- purelMWiſere, Sirrah, order my Coach about to St. James's; I'II 
Walk acroſs the Park. | [To his Servant. 
Mone) Enter Clincher Senior. 


ure De Clinch. Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about to St. 
» of bet James's, I'll walk acroſs the Park too 
nd to Mr. /izard, your moſt devoted 
a ? Yo In [zo Wildair] I admire the Mode of your Shoulder- 
s ma tnot; 
'PritheM Methinks it hangs very emphatically, and carries an 
Air of Travel in it: 
and he Your Sword-knot too is moſt -ornamentally modiſh, 
Aud bears a foreign Mien. | 
; fengingY, Gentlemen, my Brother is juſt arriv'd in Town; 
a rei So that being upon the Wing to kiſs his Hands, 
I hope you'll pardon this abrupt Departure of, 
e Wine Gentlemen, your moſt devoted, and moſt faithful 
tumble Servant. [ Exit. 
Vila. Prithee doſt know him? 
Viz. Know him! why it is Clincher, who was Ap- 
thee. MWyrentice to my Uncle Smgge/er, the Merchant in the 
City. 
Wild. What makes him ſo gay ? 
t white Vir. Why he's in Mourning, 
ner LY Vild. In Mourning ! | 
Viz. Yes, for his Father. The kind old Man in Hert- 
Man? WWſrdhire tother Day broke his Neck a Fox-hunting 3 
r7y ; The Son upon the 'News has broke his Tndentures 3 
Whip'd from behind the Counter into the Side-Box, 
forſwears Merchandize, where he muſt live by Cheating, 
Aud uſurps Gentility, where he may die by Raking. 
0 


Vid 
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He keeps his Coach and Liveries, Brace of Gelding:, Par. 
Leaſh of Miftrefſes, talks of nothing but Wines, your 
Intrigues, Plays, Faſhions, and going to the Tubilee. ſe to y 
Vid. Ha, ha, ha! how many Pounds of Pulvil mul Lure. 
the Fellow uſe in ſweetning himſelf from the Smell Won 
Hops and Tobacco ? e prou 
Faugh—I my Conſcience methought, pain C 
Like OlLwia's Lover, he ſtunk of Thames. Street. Par. 
But now for Angelica, that's her Name: ally I 
We'll to the Prince's Chocolate-houſe, Lure. 
Where you ſhall write my Paſs-port. Allons. [Exim «ry 
wolv' 
SCENE, Lady Lurewell's Lodgings tether 
Lurewell and her Maid Parly. 

Lure. Parly, my Pocket-Book—let me ſee——Madji; 0 10 
Venice, Paris, London (— Ay. London! They may tal ary 
what they will of the hot Countries, but I find Loy K. 
moſt fruitfal under this Climate—In a Month's Space 9 7 
have I gain'd—let me ſee, Inprimis, Colonel Standard. | War ; 

Par. And how will your Ladyſhip manage him? * 

Lure. As all Soldiers ſhould be manag'd ; he {hal 3 
ſerve me till I gain my Ends, then Pll diſband him, N 

Par. But he loves you, Madam. 3 

Lure. Therefore I ſcorn him; ould ! 
F hate all that don't love me, and flight all that do: d 1 th 
Would his whole deluding Sex admir'd me wd 
Thus wou'd I flight them all. p mo 
My virgin and unwary Innocence 9 A1 
Was wrong'd by faithleſs Man; 2 A 
But now glance Eyes, plot Brain, diſſemble Face, erſon, | 
Lie Tongue, and be a ſecond Ewe to tempt, ſeduce, mig 
Damn the treacherous Kind.. | ling a 
Let me ſurvey my Captives, ore 
The Colonel leads the Van; next Mr. Vi zard, 3 
He courts me out of the Practice of Piety, "6; : 
Therefore is a Hypocrite ;, Yard. 
Then Clincher, he adores me with Orangeree, Par, F 
And is conſequently a Fool ; eady, 

Then my old Merchant, Alderman Smuggler, Love. | 
He's a Compound of both z—out of which Medley of. m, 
Lovers, if I don't make good. Diverſion— Wia , F4 | 
d'ye think, Party? RY | Par Mn by A 
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Par. I think, Madam, Pm like to be very virtuous 
your Service, if you teach me all thoſe Tricks that you 
{ to your Lovers. 

Lure, You'ce a Fool, Child! obferve this, that tho? 

Woman ſwear, forſwear, lie, diſſemble, back-bite, 
eproud, vain, malicious, any Thing, if ſhe ſecures the 
vain Chance, ſhe's ſtill virtuous ; that's a Maxim. 
Par. I can't be perſuaded tho', Madam, but that you 
ally lov'd Sir Harry Wildair in Paris. | 
Lure. Of all the Lovers I ever had, he was my greateſt 
lague, for I cou'd never make him uneaſy : I left him 


wolv'd in a Duel upon my Account: I long to know 
tether the Fop be kill'd or not. 


Enter Standard. 


1 


il mol 
mell o 


xen 


ano Lord ! no ſooner talk of killing, but the Soldier is 
7 * pnjur'd up. You're upon hard Duty, Colonel, to ſerve 
Spad dur King, your Country, and a Miſtreſs too. 


Hand. The latter, I muſt confeſs, is the hardeſt; for 
1 War, Madam, we can be reliev'd in our Duty; but 
Love, who wou'd take our Poſt, is our Enemy; 
mulation in Glory is tranſporting, but Rivals here in- 
lerable. | | 
Lure, Thoſe that bear away the Prize in the Field, 
ould boaſt the ſame Succeſs in the Bed-chamber ; 
id I think, conſidering the Weakneſs of our Sex, we 
ou'd make thoſe our Companions who can be our 
bampions. | 
Stand. I once, Madam, hop'd the Honour of defend- 
2 you from all Injuries, thro” a Title to your lovely 
erſon, but now my Love muſt attend my Fortune. My 
mmiflion, Madam, was my Paſs-port to the Fair; 
ling a Nobleneſs to my Paſſion, it ſtampt a Value in 
Love; *twas once the Life of Honour, but now its 
inding-Sheet, and with it muſt my Love be buried. 
Par. What! diſbanded, Colonel ? 
and. Yes, Mrs. Parly. 
Par. Faugh, the nauſeous Fellow! he ſtinks of Poverty 
ready. | [ Aide. 
Lure, His Misfortune troubles me, cauſe it may pre- 
t my Deſigns. * | Afrde. 
lard, [Il chuſe, Madam, rather to deſtroy my Paf- 
n by Abſence abroad, than have it ſtarv'd at —__ 
ure, 


e, 


dley 0 
Wh 


Par 
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Lure. Pm ſorry, Sir, you have ſo mean an Opinion ae, an 


my Affection, as to imagine it founded upon your For 
tune. And to convince you of your Miſtake, here! 
vow by all that's ſacred, I own the ſame Affection no 
as before. Let it ſuffice, my fortane is conſiderable, 
Stand. No, Madam, no; I'll never be a Charge to her. 
T love! The Man that ſells himſelf for Gold, is the word 
of Proftitutes, | 
Lure, Now were he any other Creature but a Man, ian: 
cou'd love him. _—_ ba 
Stand. This only laſt Requeſt T make, that no Tit! 
recommend a Fool, no Office introduce a Knave, no 
Coat a Coward, to my Place in your Affections; ff 
farewel my Country, and adieu my Love. [Exit 
Lure. Now the Devil take thee for being ſo honour 
able: Here, Parly, call him back, I ſhall loſe half my Diable o 
verſion elſe, Now for a trial of Skill. [Re- enter Colonel le. V 
Sir, I hope you'll pardon my Curioſity: land, | 
When do you take your Journey ? extray 
Stand. To-morrow morning, early, Madam. 
Lare. So ſuddenly) which way are you deſign'd in a 
travel ? þ | 
Stand. That I can't yet reſolve on. 
Lure, Pray, Sir, tell me; pray, Sir; I intreat vc \ 


wy 


why are you ſo obſtinate ? Lure, O 
Stand. Why are you To curious, Madam? „ beca 
Lure. Becauſe | all in | 
Stand. What ! Lett 


Lure. Becauſe, I, I, 
Stand. Becauſe! What, Madam? — Pray tell me. 
Tare. Becauſe I deſign to follow you. [Cogi and, F 
. $:and. Follow me! By all that's great, I nc&er » 
roud before. | | 
ut ſuch Love from ſuch a Creature 
Might {well the Vanity of the proudeſt Prince. 
Follow me! By Heavens thou ſhalt not. 
What 1*expolſe thee to the Hazards of a Camp—— 
Rather I"! ſtay, and here 
Bear the Contempt of Fools, and worſt of Fortune, 


Lure. You need not, ſhall not; my Eſtate for bon. it is 
ſufficient. | More Pi 
Stand. Thy Eſtate! No, I'll turn a Knave, and PW”: 'Ti, 


chaſe one myſelf; I'll cringe to the proud Man 1 unf Meſſa, 
| mi 
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lion ebe, and fawn on him that I wou'd bite to Death; IN 
r Fo my Tongue with Flattery, and ſmooth my Face with 
here ies; III turn Pimp, Informer, Office-broker, nay 
n noolf$#21d, to be great; and ſacrifice it all to thee, my 
Ne. erous Fair. 3 
to hel . And I'll diſſemble, lie, ſwear, jilt, any N 
won [1] reward thy Love, and recompenſe thy nob 
fon, | 
Han, Ward. Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha! poor Sir Harry, hay 
LA ha ! _ kiſs her Hand, than the Pope's Toe, 
ie 0a, ha! 
*. e. What Sir Harry, Colonel! What Sir Harry! 
ns ; Mad. Sir Harry Wildair, Madam. 
03% ad What! Is he come over? 
onoarWizrd. Ay, and he told me— but I don't believe 3 
my Di lable on't, | 


we. What did I tell you? 

and. Only called you his Miſtreſs, and pretending to 

extravagant in your Commendation, would vainly 
tuate the Praiſe of his own Judgment and good For- 

gude in a Choice, | 
j e. How eaſily is the Vanity of Fops tickled by our 


at zou n. Why, your Sex is the Vanity of Fops. { 
Le, On my Conſcience, I believe ſo. This Gentle- 
„ becauſe he danc'd well, I pitch'd on for a Partner at 
all in Paris, and ever ſince he has ſo perſecuted me 
i Letters, Songs, Dances, Serenading, Flattery, 
ery, and Noiſe, that I was forc'd to fly the King- 


ze. I——And I warrant you he made you jealous. 
[Cy ard, Faith, Madam, I was a little uneaſy. 
er e. You ſhall have a plentiful Revenge; LI, ſend 


back all his fooliſh Letters, Songs and Verſes, and 
| yourſelf ſhall carry 'em ; *twill affotd you Opportu- 
of triumphing, and free me from his farther Imper- 
ice; for of al men he's my Averſion. I'II run and 
— them inſtantly, f 
and, Dear Madam, a rare Project! How ſhall I 
ine, bim like Auen with his own Dogs. — Well, Mrs. 
r both it is order'd by Ad of Parliament, that you receive 
nore Pieces, Mrs. Parly. 4 
and i”: 'Tis provided by the ſame Act, that you ſend no 
une Meſſages by me, good Colonel; you muſt not pre- 
ml tend 
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tend to ſend any more Letters, unleſs you can pf. M 
Poſtage. | ls. Di 
Stand. Come, come, don't be mercenary ; take Ii: Ay 
ple by your Lady, be honourable. % Ve 
Par. A-lack-a-day, Sir, it ſhews as ridiculous Myr D. 
haughty for us to imitate our Betters in their Honour Nicky. v 
in their Finery ; leave Honour to Nobility that cad Me. 
port it: We poor Folks, Colonel, have no Pretence , © 
and truly, I think, Sir, that your Honour ſhou , whc 
caſhier'd with your Leading-ſtaff. het. H 
Stand. Tis one of the greateſt Curſes of PovertyM..1 . wi 
be the Jeſt of Chambermaids ! 3 
Enter Lurewell. ü be Vell 
Lure. Here's the Packet, Colonel; the whole M, Ay 
zine of Loye's Artillery, Gives him the P. W. 
Stand. Which ſince I have gain'd, I will turn Ha « Pi 
the Enemy, Madam, I'Il bring you the News of i; © 
Victory this Evening. Poor Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha! A. a 
Lure. To the right about as you were; march, Colo, Sir 


ha, ha, ha J 

Vain Man, who boaſts of tudy d Parts and Wiles ! lin. ſen, 
Nature in us, your deepeſt Art beguiles, 4 be, jun 
Stamping deep Cunning in our Frowns and Smiles. Memo 
You toil for Art, your Iutellecms you trace; th, 
Woman, without a Thought, bears Policy in her Face. Win. ien 


Tie End of the fiſt er. e the E 


ah the Kſt 

$$$0$0$$$$$5459004++, 
1 A4 

SCENE, Clincher Junior's Lodging! 


lin. jun 
un | ſen ; 
Enter Clincher opening a Letter, Servant following: 


Yertinen 
id ? 

lin. un 
lin, ſen, 
Os 
lin, Jun 
lin. ſen, 
ly to th 
lin. jun 
lin, ſen. 
W what 


Dear Brother, 
Clin,—reads, 7 Will ſee you preſently; I have fent 
| Lad to wait on you, he can inſtruct y 
the Faſhions of the Town ; I am your affectionate 2 
n inch 


Very well, and what's your Name, Sir ? 
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cd. My Name is Dicky, Sir? 

ln. Dicky . | 

dick, Ay, Dicky, Sir. 

in, Very well, a pretty Name! And what can you 
Mr. Dicky ? 

neh. Why, Sir, I can powder a Wig, and pick up a 
ore, ; 

in. O Lord ! O Lord! A Whore! Why are there 
u Whores in this Town ? 

het. Ha, ha, ha! many Whores? There's a Queſtion 
ed; why, Sir, there are above five hundred Surgeons 
own, —Hai k'e, Sir, do you ſee that Woman there 
tz Velvet Scarf, and red Knots ? 


lous 
OnoUr 

Can 
>nce t 
odd 


verty 


le M Ay, Sir, what then ? 

be . Why ſhe ſhall be at your Service in three Minutes, 
urn f ma Pimp. , 
vs. 0 


lin. O Jupiler Ammon! Why ſhe's a Gentlewoman, 
het. a Gentlewoman ! Why ſo are all the Whores in 
n, Sir. 


a! I 


Enter Clincher Senior. 

lin. ſen. Brother, you're welcome to London / 

r. jun, I thought, Brother, you ow'd ſo much to 
Memory of my Father, as to wear Mourning for his 


100. in, ſen, Why ſo I do, Fool; I wear this becauſe I 
e the Eſtate, and you wear that, becauſe you have 
the Eſtate, You have cauſe to mourn indeed, Bro- 
. Well, Brother, I'm glad to ſee you, fare you 
. ' [ Going. 
in. jun, Stay, ſtay, Brother; where are you going? 
in. ſen, How natural *tis for a Country Booby to aſk 
1 Queſtions. Hark'e, Sir, is not my Father 
id ? 
in. jun, Ay, ay, to my Sorrow. 
iz. ſen, No matter for that, he's dead; and am not 
young powder'd extravagant Engli Heir? 
lin, jun, Very right, Sir. | | 
in. Jen. Why then, Sir, you may be ſure that I am 
ly to the Fubilee, Sir. ; 
in. jun. Jubilee! What's that? 
un, ſen. Jubilee! Why the Jubilie is——faith, I don't 
What it is. f | 
Dick, 


+ 0 


ging 


bing. 


ſen 
uc you 
Hrotle 
Clinci 


} 
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Dick, Why, the Jubilee is the ſame thing with 
Lord Mayor's Day in the City; there will be Pagy 
and Squibs, and Raree Shows, and all that, Sir. 

Clin. jun. And muſt you go ſo ſoon, Brother? 

Clin. Jen, Yes, Sir, for I muſt ſtay a Month in 4% 
dam, to ſtudy Poetry. | 


Dar], re 


lem, 


Clin. jun. Then I ſuppoſe, Brother, you travel thy "= 
Muſcevy to learn Faſhions, don't you, Brother? py | 
Cum, ſen. Brother! Prithee, Robin, don't call me. NS. 
ther; Sir will do every jot as well. . 
Clin. jun. O Jupiter dummen! Why ſo ? = 
Clin. ſen. Becauſe People will imagine that you ha Dart 


Spite at me.—— But have you ſeen your Couſin 4 
lica yet, and her Mother the Lady Darling? 
Clin. jun. No, my Dancing-maſter has not been 


gues y 
uriage 


me yet. How ſhall I ſalute them, Brother ? Will 
Clin. ſen. Pſhaw, that's eaſy ; tis only two Scrape 5 
Kiſs, and your humble Servant. I'II tell you more M . 

I come from the Jubilee. Come along. IE 

Darl. 
SCENE, Lady Darling's Houſe. Mhn't of 
Enter Wildair wwith a Letter. _ 1 
Wild. T 1ke Light and Heat incorporate ave lay, s than 
We bleſid the Night, and cursd the coming Mrrth a |} 

Well, if this Paper-kite flies ſure, I'm ſecure of WM ys; 
Game—Humph! The prettieſt Bor cel I have ſeen, n 
ſtately genteel one. [ Footmen croſs the & Wil, 
Hey day ! Equipage too! Now for a Bawd by the ( 4 . 


teh, and a Whore with a Coat of Arm. Sdeath, 
afraid I've miſtaken the Houſe. | 
Enter Lady Darling. 
No, this muſt be the Bawd by her Bulk. 
Darl. Your Buſineſs, pray, Sir ? 
Wild. Pleaſure, Madam. 
Darl. Then, Sir, you have no Buſineſs here. 
Wild. This Letter, Madam, will inform you fart 
Mr. Vizard ſent it, with his humble Service to 
Ladyſhip. 
Darl. How does my Couſin, Sir ? 
Wild. Ay, her Couſin too; that's right Procureh: 1 
a 


arming 
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Madam, | 
Jarl. reads. E Arneft Inclination to ſerve——=—Sir Harry 
— Madam Court my Couſin —— 
man Fortunewu y 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. 
VIZARD. 


Sir, Your Fortune and Quality are ſufficient to recom- 
dend you any where; but what goes farther with me, is 
ie Recommendation of ſo ſober and pious a young Gen- 
man as my Couſin Vixard. 
Wild. A right ſanQtify'd Bawd o'my Word. 
Darl. Sir Harry, your Converſation with Mr. Vizard 
ues you a Gentleman, free from the louſe and vicious 
uriage of the Town; I'll therefore call my Daughter, 
Exit. 
Vill. Now go thy way for an illuſtrious Bawd of 
hn. She dreſſes up a Sin ſo religiouſly, that the 
vil wou'd hardly know it of his making. 
Re-enter Darling with Angelica, 
Darl. Pray, Daughter, uſe him civilly ; ſuch Matches 
on't offer every Day. 
Wild. O all ye Powers of Love! An Angel! *Sdeath, 
tat Money have I got in my Pocket ! I can't offer her 
s than twenty Guineas and by Jupiter ſhe's 
Ith a hundred. 
Agel. Tis he! The very ſame! And his Perſon as 
reeable as his Character of good Humour————Pray 
av'n his Silence proceed from Reſpect. 
Vild. How innocent ſhe looks ! How would that Mo- 
y adorn Virtue, when it makes even Vice look fo 
ming !-——By Heaven there's ſuch a commanding 
cence in ber Looks, that I dare not aſk the Queſtion, 
Angel. Now all the Charms of real Love and feign'd 
lifference aſſiſt me to engage his Heart, for mine is 
already. 
Vid. Madam—T, I——Zoons, I cannot ſpeak to her 
But ſhe's a Whore, and I will — Madam, in ſhort, 
00 Hypocriſy, Hypocriſy, what a charming 
L art thou? 
agel. He is caught; now to ſecure my Conqueſt— 
lought, Sir, you had Buſineſs to communicate. Shs 
lids 
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Wild. Buſineſs to communicate! How nicely ſhe wo Cn 
it! Yes, Madam, I have a little Buſineſs to communicaWeaux 
Don't you love ſinging Birds, Madam ? Dick 


Angel. That's an odd Qeftion for a Lover e 
Sir. 
Wild. Why then, Madam, here is a Neſt of the preiti 
Goldfinches that ever chirp'd in a Cage; twenty your 
ones, I aſſure you, Madam. 

Angel, Twenty young ones! What then, Sir ? 


or yo 


ad yo 


Wild. Why then, Madam, there are—twenty young g Lan 
— life, I think twenty is pretty fair. Wil 
Angel. He's mad, ſure— Sir Harry, when you h etter 
learn'd more Wit and Manners, you ſhall be welcome eis M. 
again. Stan, 
Wild. Wit and Manners! Egad, now I conceive there Neat of 
a great deal of Wit and Manners in twenty Guineas—I" 71 
ſure *tis all the Wit and Manners I have about me at pr{fothing 
ſent, What ſhall I do? Stan 
Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. Mila 
What the Devil's here ? Another Couſin, I warrant r an / 
Harke, Sir, can you lend me ten or a dozen Guineas Mt t 
ſtantly ? VIl pay you fifteen for them in three Hours, ger: 
my Honour. Hana 
Clin, jun. Theſe London Sparks are plaguy impude eur Ba 
This Fellow, by his Wig and Aſſurance, can be no leſs tha 7/711. 
a Courtier. back ; f 
Dick. He's rather a Courtier by his borrowing. Stand 
Clinch. jun. Faith, Sir, I ha'n't above five Guineas ab 20. 
me. | | | | Sad 
Wild, What Buſineſs have you here then, Sir? For oo love 
my Knowledge twenty won't be ſufficient. Wild. 
Clinch. jun. Sufficient! For what, Sir ? bantical 
Vila What, Sir! Why, for that, Sir; what the Deich of 
ſhould it be, Sir? I know your Buſineſs, notwithſtanding Me deſiſ 
your Gravity, Sir. ' Stand, 
Clinch. jun. My Bufineſs! Why my Couſia lives her. Lady La 
Wild. | know your Couſin does live here, and Fiu, (4p 
Couſin, and every Body's Couſin. Hark'e, Sir 17 
ſhall return immediately; and if you offer to touch her u 7 
come back, I ſhall cut your Throat, Raſcal. Wild, 
Clinch jun. Why the Man's mad, ſure ! ub of m 
Dick, Mad, Sir, ay; why he's a Beau, With me, 
C Yor, | 


* 
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Clinch, jun. A Beau! What's that? Are all Madmen 


Beaux ? 

Dick. No, Sir; but moſt Beaux are Madmen. But now 
2 your Couſin : Remember your three Scrapes, a Kiſs, 
ad your humble Servant. {Exeunt, as into the Houſe, 


SCENE, the Street. 
Enter Wildair, Colonel following. 


Stand. Sir Harry, Sir Harry ! 
Wild. Pm in hafte, Colonel; beſides, if you're in no 
better Hamour than when I parted with you in the Park 
tis Morning, your Company won't be very agreeable. 
Stand, You're a happy Man, Sir Harry, who are never 
ut of Humour: Can nothing move your Gall, Sir Harry? 
Mild. Nothing but Impoſſibilities, which are the ſame as 
bothing. 
Gand What Impoſſibilities? | 
Mild. The Reſurreftion of my Father to difinherit me, 
Ir an Act of Parliament againſt Wenching. A Man of 
ht thouſand Pounds per Aunum to be vext! No, no; 
lnger and Spleen are Companions for younger Brothers. 
Stand, Suppoſe one call'd you Son of a Whore behind 
n pudenWhour Back. 
leſs tha 7/4. Why, then wou'd I call him Raſcal behind his 
back; ſo we're even. 
Hand. But ſuppoſe you had loſt a Miſtreſs. 
eas abou Vi. Why, then I wou'd get another. 
S:avd, But ſuppoſe you were diſcarded by the Woman 
T For Neo love, that wou'd ſurely trouble you, 
Wild. You're miſtaken, Colonel; my Love is neither ro- 
kantically honourable, nor meanly mercenary ; *tis only a 
the Deich of Gratitude ; while ſhe loves me, I love her; when 
nding e deſiſts, the Obligation's void, 
Sand. But to be miſtaken in your Opinion, Sir; if the 
s here. Wady Lyrewwell (only ſuppoſe it) had diſcarded you! ſay, 
1 ſuppoſe ii and had ſent your Diſcharge by me. 
Wild. Pſhaw ! that's another Impoſſibility. 
ard, Are you ſure of that? 
Wild. Why, 'twere a Soleciſm in Nature. Why ſhe's a 
b of me, Sir. She dances with me, ſings with me, plays 
i me, ſwears with me, lies with me. 
Vor. 1. K Stand 
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Stand. How, Sir? 

Mila. I mean in an honourable Way; that is, ſhe lies 
for me. In ſhort, we are as like one another as a couple 
of Guineas. 

Stand. Now that I have rais'd you to the higheſt Pin. 
nacle of Vanity, will I give you ſo mortifying a Fall, a 
ſhall daſh your Hopes to Pieces, —1 pray your Honour tg 
peruſe theſe Papers. [ Gives him the Pack, 

Wild. What is't, the Muſter-Roll of your Regiment, 
. Colonel ? 


Wila 
ne De 
er Ha. 
Readin 
I 
& has, 
er al 
* H ol, 


ervant 


Stand, No, no, 'tis a Liſt of your Forces in your laf nn 
Love Campaign ; and, for your Comfort, all diſbanded, Will 

Wild. Prithee, good Metaphorical Colonel, what dye 95 
mean ? dre li 

Stand. Read, Sir, read; theſe are the S:iby/s Leaves that Wild. 
will unfold your Deſtiny. 

. Wild. So it be not a falſe Deed to cheat me of ny 5,,, 1 
Eſtate, what care [ Opening the Packer) Humph ! my ell, th 
Hand! To the Lady Lurewel/—To the Lady Lure ue 
To the Lady Lurewe//—— What the Devil haſt thou beet Witer, 
tampering with, to conjure up theſe Spirits ? 4% 

Stand, A certain familiar of your Acquaintance, Sify , 
Read, read. de Lad 
Wild. [Reading Madam, my Paſſion —ſo natura — ou jut as 
Beauty contending—PForce of Charms — Mankind —Eα p11 
nal Admirer Vildair / I neer was aſham'd of my Nan soold , 
before. Sand, 
Stand. What, Sir Harry Wildair out of Humour! ha, H vu 
ha! Poor Sir Harry; more Glory in her Smile than in He. 80 
Jubilee at Rome, ha, ha, ba ! But then her Foot, Sir HaroWnane, 
the dances to a Miracle! ha, ha, ha! Fie, Sir Harry, Wild, | 
Man of your Parts write Letters not worth keeping! W. enious 
ſay'ſt thou, my dear Knight Errant? ha, ha, ha! you mal, Ame 
ſeek Adventures now indeed. erent 8 
Mild. | fings] No, no, let her wander, Cc. Wi! arg 
Stand. You are jilted to ſome Tune, Sir; blown up wii: apait 


falſe Muſic, that's all. 
IWild. Now, why ſhould I be angry that a Woman is 
Woman? Since Inconſtancy and Falſhood are grounded Viz. W. 

their Natures, how can they help it ? 
Stand. Then they mult be grounded in your Nature; f 
ſhe's a Rib of you, Sir Harry. 1 
Mi Colone 


The Conſtant Couple. 219 
Mild. Here's a Copy of Verſes too; I muſt turn Poet in 
de Devil's Name—— Stay—'Sdeath, what's here? This is 
r Hand — Oh the charming Characters! My dear Wildair. 
Reading. ] That's I egad ! this buff bluff Colonel — that's 
is the rareſt fool in Nature— the Devil he is !—and as 
< have 1 us'd him—with all my Heart, faith — 1 had ns 
ter way of letting him know that I lodge in St. James's near 
Holy Lamb. Lurewwell. Colonel, I am your moſt humble 
ervant. 
Stand, Hold, Sir, you ſha'n't go yet; I ha'n't deliver'd 
lf my Meſſage. 
i/d, Upon my Faith but you have, Colonel. 
Land. Well, well, own your Spleen ; out with it, I know 
re like to burſt, 
Vild. J am fo, egad ! ha, ha, ha! 

RES [ Laugh and point at one another. 

Stand, Ay, with all my Heart, ha, ha! 
ell, well, that's forc'd, Sir Harry. 
Wild. I was never better pleas'd in all my Life, by 
wer, 
Land. Well, Sir Harry, tis Prudence to hide your Con- 
1, when there's no Help for't—: But to be ſerious now. 
ie Lady has ſent you back all your Papers there was 
jult as not to look upon 'em. 
Had. I'm glad on't, Sir; for there were ſome Things that 
zoold not have you ſee. 
and, All this ſhe has done for my Sake, and I deſire 
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ba, hi uv would decline any farther Pretenſions for your own 
n in e. So, honeſt, good-natur'd Sir Harry, I'm your humble 
r Har)WWnant, [ Exit, 
ler, . Ha, ha, ha, poor Colonel! O the Delight of an 


! Wh 
you ms 


pemous Miſtreſs! what a Life and Briſkneſs it adds 
n Amour, like the Loves of mighty owe, till ſuing in 


and ſhe's vaniſh'd ; then Hey / in an Inſtant in your 
up VWs again. [ Going. 


1 Enter Vizard. 


unded r. Well met, Sir Harry; what News from the Iſland 


Love? 


ture; M. Faith, we made but a broken Voyage by your 


FF Colonel was my Rival. | 


K 2 Viz. 


erent Shapes. A Legerdemain Miſtreſs, who, Pre/jlo ! 


t; but now I am bound for another Port: I told you 


—  --- - 


———  — — 
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Viz. The Colonel! curs'd Misfortune ! another! 
22 


Wild. But the civileſt in the World; he brought my 


Word where my Miſtreſs lodges: The Story's too long t 
tell you now, for I muſt fly. 

Viz. What! have you given over all Thoughts of 4. 
gelica ? : 

Wild. No, no, I'll think of her ſome other Time, By 
now for the Lady Lurewe!/: Wit and Beauty calls. 


That Miſtreſs ne er can pall her Lover's Toys, 
Whoſe Wit can whet, aubene er her Beauty clays, 
Her little amorous Frands all Truths extel, * 
And make us happy, being deceiv'd ſo well, Ex 
Viz. folus.—— The Colonel my Rival too! how ſhall 
manage? There is but one Way—him and the Knight will 
ſet a tilting, where one cuts other's Throat, and the Sun 
vor's hang'd: So there will be two Rivals pretty decent]y di 
pos'd of. Since Honour may oblige them to play the Fool 
why ſhould not Neceſſity engage me to play the Knave. 
Exit 


SCENE, Lurewell's Lodgings. 


Lurewell and Parly. 
Lure. Has my Servant brought me the Money from n 
Merchant ? | 
Par. No, Madam; he met Alderman Smuggler at Charir 
Craſt, who has promis'd to wait on you himſelf imme: 
ately. | 
- th "Tis odd that this old Rogue ſhou'd pretend t 
love me, and at the ſame Time cheat me of my Money. 
Par. Tis well, Madam, if he don't cheat you of yo 
Eſtate ; for you ſay the Writings are in his Hands, 
Eure. But what Satisfaction can I get of him? Oh! he 
he comes, 8 


Enter Smuggler. 

Mr. Alderman, your Servant; have you brought me at 
Money, Sir ? h 
Smug. Faith, Madam, Trading is very dead; what wii 


pay ing the Taxes, raiſing the Cuſtoms, Loſſes at Sea abroad 
| at 
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A nd maintaining our Wives at home, the Bank is reduc'd 


[ Aft ery low. 
; Lure. Come, come, Sir, theſe Evaſions won't ſerve your 


Turn; I muſt have Money, Sir I hope you don't de- 


igu to cheat me. 

of „ng. Cheat you, Madam ! have a care what you fay : 
Im an Alderman, Madam! Cheat yov, Madam! I have 

ben an honeſt Citizen theſe five and thirty Years ! 

; Lure. An honeſt Citizen! bear witneſs, Parly! I ſhall 
rap him in more Lies preſently, —Come, Sir, tho' I am 
Woman, I can take a Courſe. 

Snug. What Courſe, Madam? You'll go to Law, will ye? 
[can maintain a Suit of Law, be it right or wrong, theſe 

Ei Years, I am ſure of that, thanks to the honeſt Practice 

of the Courts. 

mal * Sir, PII blaſt your Reputation, and ſo ruin your 
Credit. 

Smug. Blaſt my Reputation! he, he, he! Why, I'm a 
religious Man, Madam! I have been very inſtrumental in 
e Foal de Reformation of Manners, Ruin my Credit! ab, poor 
ave, Woman. There is but one Way, Madam, — you have a 
[Exi tweet leering Eye. 

Lure. You inſtrumental in the Reformation ! How ? 
Smug. I wwhipt all the Whores, Cut and Long-T ail, out of 
te Pariſh: —Ah! that leering Eye — Ten I woted for 
rom ng down the Playhonſe:— Ah! that Ogle, that Ogle:.— 
Iten my own pious Example :=—Ah! that Lip, that Lip! 

'Laring Lure. Here's a religious Rogue for you now! As 1 

mmes =_ to be ſav'd, 1 have a good mind to beat the Old 
Monſter. 

tend . Saag. Madam, I have brought you about a hundred and 

ney. Witty Guineas, (a great deal of Money as Times go) and 

of zo Lure. Come, give em me. 

mug. Ah! that Hand, that Hand, that pretty ſoft, 
| ben bite — I have brought it, you ſee ; but the Condition of 
be Obligation is ſuch, that whereas that leering Eye, that 
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pouting Lip, that pretty ſoft Hand, that - you underſtsad 
ne; you underſtand, Pm ſure you do, you little Rogue 


me Lure, Here's a Villain now, ſo covetous, that he won't 

lat wil Vench upon his own Coſt, but would bribe me with my 

abroa Wn Money. 1']] be reveng'd—— Upon my Word, Mr. 
* alderman, you make me bluſh ; what d'ye mean, pray ? 


K 3 Smug . 
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Smug. See here, Madam. | Vi 

[ Puts a Piece of Money in his M Lu 
Buſs and Guinea, Buſs and Guinea, Buſs and Guinea, Wi 
Lure. Well, Mr. Alderman, you have ſuch pretty wind know 
ning Ways, that I will, ha, ha, ha, ha! Lu 
Smug, Will you indeed, he, he, he! my little Cocke W: 
and when? and where ? and how ? Lu; 


Lure. *T will be a difficult Point, Sir, to ſecure both on Wi 
Honours ; -you muſt therefore be diſguis'd, Mr. Alderman, Lu 
Snug. Pihaw! no matter, I am an old Fornicator, D how, 
not half ſo religious as I ſeem ta be. You little Rogue rying 
why, Pm diſguis'd as Jam; our SanQity is all Outſide, 4 Wi 
Hypocriſy. Lady 
Lure. No Man is ſeen to come into this Houſe aft Lu 
Night-fall; you muſt therefore ſneak in, when ' tis dark, i 
Woman's Cloaths. | 
Smug. With all my Heart.—] have a Suit on purpoſe, n 
little Cocket: I love to be diſguis'd, I cod, I make a ver 
handſome Woman, I cod I do. 


Enter Servant, whiſpers Lurewell. 


Lure, Oh! Mr. Alderman, ſhall I beg you to walk int 
the next Room ? here are ſome Strangers coming up. 

Smug, Buſs and Guinea firſt; ah, my little oy 

| +3 


Enter Wildair. 


Wild. My Life, my Soul, my all that Heaven can give. 
Lure. Death's Life with thee, without thee Death td livt 


Welcome, my dear Sir Harry ; I ſee you got my Direction 


Wild. Directions! in the moſt charming Manner, ta man | 
dear Machiavel of Intrigue. reaſor 
Lure, Still briſk and airy, I find, Sir Harry. a 2 
id. The Sight of you, Madam, exalts my Air, 2% dam, 
makes Joy lighten in my Face, Lu 
Lure. I have a thouſand Queſtions to aſk you, Sir and a 
How d'ye like France! dergo 
Wild. Ah! e le plus beau Pais du Monde. Wi 
Lure. Then what made you leave it ſo ſoon ? Lu- 
Wild. Madam, vous woyez que je vous ſuy par-tout. Bills « 


Lure. O Monſieur, je wouzx ſuis fort obligte—But, where WF direct 
the Court now ? Wi 
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Wild. At Marli, Madam. 

Lure. And where my Count La Valier? 

Mild. His Body's in the Church of Notre Dame; I don't 
know where his Soul is. 

Lure. What Diſeaſe did he die of? 

Mild. A Duel, Madam; I was his Doctor. 

Lure. How d*'ye mean? 

Wild, As moſt Doctors do, I kill'd him. 

Lure. En Cavalier, my dear Knight-Errant ; well, and 
how, and how ; what Intrigues, what Gallantries are car- 
rying on in the Beau Monde ? 

Wild. I ſhou'd afk you that Queſtion, Madam, fince your 
Ladyſhip makes the Beau Monde wherever you come. 

Lure. Ah! Sir Harry, I've been almoſt ruin'd, peſter'd to 
Death here, by the inceſſant Attacks of a mighty Colonel; 
he has beſieg'd me as cloſe as our Army did Namur. 

Wild. I hope your Ladyſhip did not ſurrender tho'. 

Lure. No, no, but was forced to capitulate ; but fince 
you s come to raiſe the Siege, we'll dance, and ſing, and 
laugh, 

. And love and kiſs — Montrez moy votre Chambre. 

Lure. Attande, attande, un peu— | remember, Sir Harry, 
you promis'd me in Paris, never to aſk that impertinent 
Queſtion again. 

Wild. Pihaw, Madam, that was above two Months ago; 
delides, Madam, Treaties made in France are never kept. 

Lure, Wou'd you marry me, Sir Harry! 

Wild. Oh! Le marriage eſt une grand malt, ——But I will 
marry you. 

Lure. Your Word, Sir, is not to be rely'd on ; ifa Gentle- 
man will forfeic his Honour in Dealings of Buſineſs, we may 
reaſonably ſuſpect his Fidelity in an Amour. 

Mild. My Honour in Dealings of Bufineſs! why, Ma- 
Gm, I never had any Buſineſs all my Life. 

Lure, Yes, Sir Harry, I have heard a very odd Story, 
and am ſorry that a Gentleman of your Figure ſhou'd un- 
dergo the Scandal. 

Hild. Out with it, Madam. 

Lure. Why, the Merchant, Sir, that tranſmitted your 
Bills of Exchange to you in France, complains of ſome in- 
direct and diſhonourable Dealings. 

K 4 Wild. 
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Wild. Who, old Smuggler ! | _= 
Lure. Ay, ay, you know him I find. a 
Wild. 1 have ſome Reaſon, I think; why, the Rogue hay hich 
_ me of above five hundred Pounds within theſe three 4M ] 
ears. | | 
Lure. Tis your Buſineſs then to acquit yourſelf publicly; * 


for he ſpreads the Scandal every where. Word. 
Wild. Acquit myſelf publicly ! — Here, Sirtah, my A 
Coach; I'll drive inſtantly into the City, and cane the "eh 
old Villain round the Royal Exchange; he ſhall run the 2 
Gauntlet through a thouſand bruſht Beavers and formal 115 C 
Cravats, FT 
Lure. Why, he is in the Houſe now, Sir. "9, 
Wild. What, in this Houſe ? Wil. 
Lure. Ay, in the next Room. codgel 
Wild. Then, Sirrah, lend me your Cudgel. . 
* 5 Sir Harry, you won't raiſe a Diſturbance in ii j;-.* 
ouſe ? | | 
Wild. Diftarbance, Madam, no, no; I'll beat bim with the p * 
Temper of a Philoſopher. Here, Mrs. Parly, ſhew me the foo x, 
Gentleman. Exit. ewith Parly, Will 
Lure. Now ſhall T get the old Monſter well beaten, and "Hm 
Sir Harry peſter d next Term with Bloodſheds, Batteries. . 
Coſts and Damages, Solicitors and Attorneys; and if the "hr 
don't teize him out of his good Humour, I'II never plot 17 
again. IE 


leaſt inc 
SCENE changes to another Room in the ſame Hut oe 
Enter Smuggler. 


the blut 


Wild 
Smug. O, this damn'd Tide-waiter ! A Ship and CargofWheart, 
worth five thouſand Pounds! why, *tis richly worth fe Smug 
hundred Perjuries, hom 2 
Enter Wildair, nore of 
Wild. Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm your moſt devoted ard Wild 
humble Servant. wore, 
Smug. My beſt Friend, Sir Harry, you're welcome te Smug 
England. I nad, S. 
Wild. I'll aſſure you, Sir, there's not a Man in the King L 
Dominions I am gladder to meet, dear, dear Mr. Alderman. Wild, 
[ Bowing very [ow Miiolute 


Su? 
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Smug. O Lord, Sir, you Travellers have the moſt oblig- 
ing ways with you, 

Wild. There is a Buſineſs, Mr. Alderman, fall'n out, 


ue hal rich you may oblige me infinitely by I am very ſorry 
e threat 1 am forc'd to be troubleſome; but Neceſſity, Mr. 
liel Alderman. 

co Snug. Ay, Sir, as you ſay, Neceſſity— But upon my 
\ Word, Sir, I am very ſhort of Money at preſent, but 

a Fu Mild. That's not the Matter, Sir; I'm above an Obligation 
yy 2 that way; but the Buſineſs is, I'm reduc'd to an indiſpenſible 
* Neceſſity of being oblig'd to you for a Beating— Here take 


this Cudgel. 

Smug. A Beating, Sir Harry ! ha, ha, ha! I beat a Knight 
laronet! an Alderman turn Cudgel-Player! ha, ha, ha! 

Mild. Upon my Word, Sir, you muſt beat me, or I 
todgel you; take your Choice. 

Smug. Pſhaw, pſhaw, you jeſt, 

Wild. Nay, *tis ſure as Fate: ſo, Alderman, I hope you'll 
pardon my Curioſity, [ Strikes him. 

mug. Curioſity | Duce take your Curioſity, Sir; what 
dye mean? 

Wild. Nothing at all; I'm but in jeſt,” Sir. 


in m 


ith the 
me the 
Parly. 


* = Smug. O, I can take any thing in jeſt; but a Man might 
1 magine by the Smartneſs of the Stroke, that you were in 
Y 2 downright earneſt. 


Mild. Not in the leaſt, Sir; [S1rikes him.] not in the 
alt indeed, Sir. | 

Smug. Pray, good Sir, no more of your Jeſts, for they are 
tie blunteſt jeſts that ever [ knew. 
Hild. (Strikes. ] 1 heartily beg your Pardon, with all my 
heart, Sir, | 

mug. Pardon, Sir! well, Sir, that is Satisfaction enough 
om a Gentleman: But {ſeriouſly now, if you paſs any 
nore of your jeſts upon me, I ſhall grow angry. 

Mild. I humbly beg your Permiſſion tc break one or two 
bore, [ Strikes him. 

Snug. O Lord, Sir, you'll break my Bones: Are you 
nad, Sir? Murder, Felony, Manſlaughter ! 

King' Wild. knocks him down. 
ermanl NA. Sir, I beg you ten thouſand Pardons ; but I am 
u Lolutely compell'd to't, upon my Honour, Sir; nothing 

mug K 5 can 
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can be more averſe to my Inclinations, than to jet 
with my honeſt, dear, loving, obliging Friend, the Alder. 
man. 
[Striking him all this while, Smuggler tumbles ty 
and over. and ſhakes out his Pocket- Book on the Flur; 
Lurewell enters, takes it up.] 
Lure. The old Rogue's Pocket-book ; this may he « 
uſe. [4/ide.} O Lord, Sir Harry's murdering the poor old 
AN, —— | 
Smug. O dear Madam, I was beaten in jeſt, till I an 
murder'd in good earneſt. 
Lure, Well, well, Ill bring you off, Sentor—Frajer, 
Frapes ! 
Smug, O! for Charity's Sake, Madam, reſcue a poo 
Citizen, 
Lure. O you barbarous Man! Hold! hold ! Fra 5 
rude ment / | 
Frapez ! | wonder you are not aſham'd, [ Holding Wild.] “ 
poor reverend honeſt Elder [ Helps Smug. up.) It make 
me weep to ſee him in this Condition, poor Man! dad. 
Now the Devil take you, Sir Harry For not beating hi: 
harder. Well, my Dear, you ſhall come at Night, and. 72 
make you amends. Here Sir Harry takes Su | only 
Smug. Madam, I will have Amends before 1 leave d A 


ig Sq HIS Ho 


Place. | Stan 
Sir how durſt you uſe me thus? Our Be 
Wild. Sir ? t the . 
Smug. Sir, I ſay that I will have Satisfaction. Tis fo 
iid. With all my He rt. [Throws Snuff into his E Faults « 
Smug. O! Murder, Blindneſs, Fire! O Madam, Maca But wh 
get me ſome Water! Water, Fire, Fire, Water! Fiz. 
Exit evith Lurewel leartily 

- Wild. How pleaſant is reſenting an Injury without P aſton flew ay 

Tis the Beauty of Revenge. lheſe Li 

A M; 
Let Stateſmen plot, and under Buſineſs groan, Whey 
And ſetiling public Duet, Ibſe their own; | 
Let Soldiers drudge and fight for Pay, or Fame, Sand 
For when they're ſhot, I think "tis much the ſame ; ores | 
Let Scholars wex their Brains with Mood and Ten/t, Vizard, 
And mad with Strength of Reaſon, Fools commence, Viz. \ 
Lofing their Wits in ſearching after Senſe; p- bone 2 
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Their Summum Bonum 7hey muſt toil to gain, 

And ſeeking Pleaſure, ſpend their Life in Pain: 

I make the moſt of Life, no Hour miſpena, 

Pleaſure's the Mean, and Pleaſure is my End, 

No Spleen, no Trouble ſhall my Time deſtroy, 

Life's but a Span, Pl every Inch enjoy. [Exit, 
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The End of the Second Act. 
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ex þl SCENE, The Street. 
1d.] ! Enter Standard and Vizard. 
make 


Stand, T Bring him Word where ſhe lodg'd ! I the civileſt 
Rival in the World! *Tis impoſſible. 
Viz. | ſhall urge it no farther, Sir. | 
[ only thought, Sir, that my Character in the World might 
add Authority to my Words without ſo many Repetitions. 
Stand. Pardon me, dear F7zard. 
Our Belief ſtruggles hard before it can be brought to yield 
to the Diſadvantage of what we love ; 
Tis ſo great an Abuſe to our Judgment, that it makes the 
Faults of our Choice our own Failing, 
But what ſaid Sir Harry? 
” He pitied the poor credulous Colonel, laugh'd 
eartily. 
flew away with all the Raptures of a Bridegroom, repeating, 
lteſe Lines, 


Miſtreſi neer can pall her Lover's Toys, 
Wheje Wit can whet, whent'er her Beauty cloyss 


Stand. A Miſtreſs ne er can pall l By all my Wrongs he 

kores her! And I'm made their Property. Vengeance !. 

2 /izard, you mutt carry a Note for me to Sir Harry. | 

ey What! a Challenge l. I hope you don't deſign to 
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Stand. What! Wear the Livery of my King, and pocket Ch, 
an Aﬀront! *Twere an Abuſe to his Sacred Majeſty; 2nd P 
Soldier's Sword, F;zard, ſhould ſtart of itſelf to redreſs it; Wi 
Maſter's Wrong. Clin 
Viz. However, Sir, I think it not proper for me to carry I unde 
any ſuch Meſſage between Friends. | Air of 
Stand. I have ne'er a Servant here, what ſhall I do? deed, 
Viz. There's Tom Errand, the Porter, that plies at the ir. 
Blue Pofts, one who knows Sir Harry and his Haunts very WW /. 


well ; you may ſend a Note by him. Clin 
Stand. Here you, Friend. Wil 
Viz. I have now ſome Buſineſs, and muſt take my Leare; Ci; 
I would adviſe you nevertheleſs againſt this Affair. of the 


Stand. No wiſpering now, nor telling of Friends to pre- lers ſe: 
vent us. He that diſappoints a Man of an honourable Re. abroad 
venge, may love him fooliſhly like a Wife, but never value WW Lace b 


him as a Friend. | Wil 
Fiz. Nay, the Devil take him that parts you, ſay I. your | 
7 Clin 

Enter Porter running. 1 
Err, Did your Honour call Porter ? Wil, 
Stand. Is your Name Tom Errand? Clin 
Err. People call me ſo, an't like your Worſhip Reme n 

. Stand. D'ye know Sir Harry Wildair ? Beau, 


Err. Ay, very well, Sir; he's one of my beſt Maſters; baiting 
many a round Half-crowh have I had of his Worſhip ; he Bona I 
newly come home from France, Sir. ignior 
Stand. Go to the next Coffee-houſe, and wait for me. Age, 
O Woman, Woman, how bleſt is Man, when favour'd by Corner 
our Smiles, and how accurs'd when all thoſe Smiles are other 


ound but wanton Baits to ſooth us to Deſtruction? 2 
ä : | talian 

Thus our chief Foys with baſe Allays are curſt, ace. 
And our beſt Things, when once corrupted, worſt, Exit but t 
| my Bul 
Enter Wildair and Clincher ſenior following. the Co 
Clinch, ſen. Sir, Sir, Sir, having ſome Buſineſs of Im- Ambaſ 
portance to communicate to you, I wou'd beg your Atten-i the Sce 
tion to a trifling Affair that I wou'd impart to your Under VII 
ſtanding. Cliac 
Wild. What is your trifling Buſineſs of Importance, pra — 
inc 


ſweet Sir? 
a Clinch 
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Clinch. ſen, Pray, Sir, are the Roads deep between this 
and Paris, 

IVild. Why that Queſtion, Sir? 

Clinch. ſen. Becauſe I deſign to go to the Jubilee, Sir; 
| underſtand that you are a Traveller, Sir; there is ah 
Air of Travel in the Tie of your Cravat, Sir; there is in- 
deed, Sir — 1 ſuppoſe, Sir, you bought this Lace in Fan- 
r. ; 

Mild. No, Sir, this Lace was made in Norway. 

Clinch. ſen. Norway, Sir! 

Wild. Yes, Sir, of the Shavings of Deal-boards. 

Clinch. ſen. That's very ſtrange now, faith —Lace made 
of the Shavings of Deal-boards! Egad, Sir, you Travel- 
lers ſee very ſtrange Things abroad, very incredible Things 
abroad, indeed. Well, I'll have a Cravat of the very fame 
Lace before I come home. 

Hild. But, Sir, what Preparations have you made for 
your Journey ? 

Clinch, ſen. A Caſe of Pocket-piſtols for the Bravo's —- 
and a ſwimming Girdle. 

Wild. Why theſe, Sir? 

Clinch. ſen, O Lord! Sir, I'll tell you — ſuppoſe us in 
dome now; away goes | to fome Ball—for I' be a mighty 
Beau. Then, as I ſaid, I go to ſome Ball, or ſome Bear- 
baiting, 'tis all one you know then comes a fine [talian 
Bina Roba, and plucks me by the Sleeve, Szgnior Angle, 
ignior Angle—ſhe's a very fine Lady, obſerve that Signior 
Angle, ſays ſhe. — Signora, ſays I, and trips after her to the 
Corner of a Street, ſuppoſe it Raſſel- Street here, or any 
other Street; then you know, 1 muſt invite her to the 
Tavern, I can do no leſs. — There up comes her Bravo; the 
lalian grows ſaucy, and I give him an Engliſb Douſe of the 
Face. | can Box, Sir, box tightly ; I was a *Prentice, Sir, 
but then, Sir, he whips out his S://ezro, and I whips out 
my Bull. Dog—ſlaps him through, trips down Stairs, turns 
the Corner of Ruſſel- Street again, and whips me into the 
Ambaſſador's Train, and there I'm ſafe as a Beau behind 
the Scenes. | 

Wild. Is your Piſtol charg'd, Sir ? 

Clinch, ſen. Only a Brace of Bullets, that's all, Sir. 

Wild. Tis a very fine Piſtol, truly; pray let me ſee it. 

Clinch, ſen, With all my Heart, Sir. 

Wildz 
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Wild. Hark'e, Mr. Jubilee, can you digeſt a Brace g 
Bullets ? 

Clinch. fen. O by no Means in the World, Sir! 
Mild. Vll try the Srength of your Stomach, however 
Sir, you're a dead Man. | Preſenting the Piſtol to his Bru 

Clinch. ſen. Conſider, dear Sir! I am going to the J. 
bilee, when 1 come home again, I am a dead Man at you 
Service. 

Wild. O very well, Sir! but take heed you are not 
choleric for the future, | 

Clinch. ſen. Choleric, Sir! Oons! I deſign to ſhag 
ſeven Jalians a Week, Sir. 

Wild. Sir, you won't have Provocation. 

Clinch. ſen. Provocation, Sir! Zauns, Sir, I'II kill an 
Man for treading upon my Corns, and there will be a de 
viliſh Throng of People there ; they ſay that all the Princes 
in /taly will be there. x 

Wild. And all the Fops and Fiddlers in Europe—But the 
Ule of your ſwimming Girdle, pray, Sir ? 

Clinch. jen. O Lord, Sir! That's eaſy. Suppoſe the Ship 
caſt away; now, whilſt other fooliſh People are buſy at their 
Prayers, I whip on my ſwimming Girdle, clap a Month's 
Proviſion into my Pocket, aud ſails me away like an Egg 
in a Duck's Belly.— And hark'e, Sir, I have a new Projett 
in my Head, Where d'ye think my ſwimmiog Girdle ſhal 
carry me upon this Occaſion ? *Tis a new Project. 

Wild. Where, Sir? : 

Clinch. ſen. To Civita Vecchia, faith and troth, and ſo 
ſave the Charges of my Paſſage. Well, Sir, you muſt pat 
don me now, I'm going to {ee my Miſtreſs. Exit, 

Wild. This Fellow's an accompliſh'd Aſs before he goes 
abroad. Well! This Angelica has got into my Heart, and 
can't get her out of my Head. I muſt pay her Fother Viſtt. 


SCENE, Lady Datrling's Houf+e, 


Angelica ha. | 

Angel. Unhappy State of Woman ! whoſe chief Virtue 5 
but Ceremony, and our much boaſted Modeſty but a (laviſh 
Reitraint, The ſtrict Confinement on our Words, makes 
our Thoughts ramble more; and what preſerves our out- 
ward Fame, deſtroys our inward Quiet — Lis hard that 


Love ſhou'd be deny d tle Privilege of Hatred; that m_ 
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Brace Mal and Detraction ſhou'd be ſo much indulg'd, yet ſacred 
Love and Truth debar'd our Converſation. 
Enter Darling, Clincher jun. a Dicky. 
1owevell Darl. This is my Daughter, Couſin. 
na Dick. Now, Sir, remember your three Scrapes. 
the „ Clinch. ſaluting Angelica. J—— —One, two, taree, Your 
at jeu humble Servant. Was not that right, Dich? 
Dick. Ay, faith, Sir; but why don't you ſpeak to her? 
e not i Clinch. jun. | beg your Pardon, Dicky, I know my Diſ- 
tance, Wou'd you have me ſpeak to a Lady at the firſt Sight? 
o ſhog Dick. Ay, Sir, by all means; the firſt Aim is the ſureſt. 
Clinch, jun. Now for a good Jeſt, to make her laugh 
beartily.— By Jupiter Ammon I'll go give her a Kiſs, 
cill an [ Goes towards her, 
de a de Enter Wildair, interpeſing. 


Princes 


But the 


Wild. Tis all to no Purpoſe, ] told you fo before; your 
pitiful five Guineas will never do—you may go, Pl out- 
bid you, 

Clinch. jun. What the Devil! The Madman's here again. 


ne Ship Dari. Bleſs me, Couſin! What d'ye mean? Affront a 
at thei Gentleman of his Quality in my Houſe! 
lonth'l Clinch. jun. Quality — Why, Madam, I don't know 
an Ezo what you mean by your Madmen, and your Beaux, and 
Project MW your Quality—They're all alike, I believe. 
le half Dar. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next Room. 
[ Exit Darl. leading Clin. Dicky follows, 
Angel. Sir, if your Converſation be no more agreeable 
and (of than twas the laſt Time, I wou'd adviſe you to make your 
ſt par- Vißt as ſhort as you can. 
[Exit Vid. The Offences of my laſt Viſit, Madam, bore their 
e goes MW Puniſhment in the Commiſſion; and have made me as un- 
and [ = till I receive Pardon, as your Ladyſhip can be till I ſue 
Viſu. for it. 


Anpel. Sir Harry, I did not well underſtand the Offence, 
and muſt therefore proportion it to the Greatneſs of your 
Apology ; if you wou'd therefore have me think it light, 
tzke no great Pains in an Excuſe, 

Wild. How ſweet muſt the Lips be that guard that 


Tongue! Then, Madam, no more of paſt Offences, let us 
prepare for Joys to come; let this ſeal my Pardon. K/es ber 
Hand] And this [ Again. ] initiate me to farther Happinels. 
Angel. Hold, Sir. —one Queſtion, Sir Harry, and pray 

awer plainly—D'ye love me ? 
Wild. 
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Mild. Love you! Does Fire aſcend ? Do Hypocrites di. 
ſemble ? Uſurers love Gold, or great Men Flattery ? Doubt 


theſe, then queſtion that I love. | 4 
Angel. This ſhews your Gallantry, Sir, but not your Love. p Will 


Wild. View your own Charms, Madam, then judge my 
Paſſion; your Beauty raviſhes my Eye, your Voice my Er, 
and your Touch has thrill'd my melting Soul. 

Angel. If your Words be real, *tis in your Pow'r to rail: 
an equal Flame in me.—— }. 

Wild. Nay, then ſeize 

Angel. Hold, Sir, 'tis alſo poſſible to make me deteſt and 
ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profligate of your deceiving 
Sex. 

Wild. Ha! A very odd Turn this. I hope, Madan, 


Town | 
iy G. 
way it 
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Viz, 
ow her 
Wild 
Viz. 


ou only affect Anger, becauſe you know your Frowns are - A 
8 N Wil 
Argel. Sir Harry, you being the beſt Judge of your own Viz 
Defigns, can beſt underſtand whether my Anger ſhou'd be 11 * 
real or diſſembled; think what ſtrict Modeſty ſhou'd bear, * n 


then judge of my Reſentments. "HP 

Mild. Strict Modeſty ſhou'd bear! Why faith, Madam, g. 5. 
I believe, the ſtricteſt Modeſty may bear fifty Guineas, audi. i. b 
J don't believe "twill bear one Farthing more. 

Angel. What d'ye mean, Sir ? 

Wild. Nay, Madam, what do you mean? if you go to 
that. I think now fifty Guineas is a fine Offer for your 
ſtrict Modeſty, as you call it. 

Angel, "Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge the 
Impertinence of a Man of your Figure on his Detect mn 80 
Underſtanding,. than on his Want of Manners.— I'm atraigy. * 
you're mad, Sir. Wild 

Wild. Why, Madam, you're enough to make any Man 7 
mad. *Sdeath, are you not a—— £ 

Angel. What, Sir? CEN 

Wild. Why, a Lady of—ſtrict Modeſty, if you will have 
it fo. 

Angel. I ſhall never hereafter truſt common Report, which 
repreſented you, Sir, a Man of Honour, Wit, and Breeding; wing 
for I find you very deficient in them all three. {Exit gh Or 

Wild. jolus. Now I find that the ſtrict Pretences whicu:. 2. 
the Ladies of Pleaſure make to ſtrict Modeſty, is the Reaſo Zeal to 
why thoſe of Quality are aſham'd to wear it, jth ſuc 
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Enter Vizard. 

Viz. Ah! Sir Harry, have I caught you? Well, and 
what Succeſs ? 

Wild. Succeſs! *Tis a Shame for you young Fellows in 
Town here, to let the Wenches grow ſo ſaucy : Ioffer'd her 
ity Guineas, and ſhe was in her Airs preſently, and flew 
way in a Huff. I cou'd have had a Brace of Counteſſes 
n Paris for half the Money, and Je vous remercie into the 
bargain. 

Viz. Gone in her Airs, ſay you! And did not you fol- 
ow her ? 

Wild. Whither ſhou'd I follow her? 

Viz. Into her Bed-chamber, Man; ſhe went on Purpoſe, 
You a Man of Gallantry, and not underſtand that a Lady's 
delt pleas'd when ſhe put on her Airs, as you call it ? 

Wild. She talk'd to me of ſtrict Modeſty, and Stuff. 

Viz. Certainly. Moſt Women magnify their Modeſty, 
for the ſame Reaſon that Cowards boaſt their Courage, be- 
auſe they have leaft on't. Come, come, Sir Harry, when 
jou make your next Aſſault, encourage your Spirits with 
riſk Burgundy; if you ſucceed, tis well; if not, you have 
z fair Excuſe for your Rudeneſs. I'll go in, and make your 
Peace for what's paſt. Oh! I had almoſt forgot. Col. 
itandard wants to ſpeak with you about ſome Buſineſs. 

Wild. Pl wait upon him preſently ; d'ye know where he 
nay be found? | 
Viz. In the Piazza of Cowent-Garden, about an Hour 
lence, I promis'd to ſee him; and there you may meet 
lim, to have your Throat cut. [ Aide.) I'll go in and in- 

tercede for you. 5 
Vild. But no foul Play with the Lady, Vixard. [| Exit. 
Fiz, No fair Play, I can aſſure you. 2 


SCENE, The Street before Lurewell's Lodgings ; Clincher 
ſen, and Lurewell coguetting in the ; #8 ll 


Enter Standard, 

Land. How weak is Reaſon in Diſputes of Love? That 
inng Reaſon which ſo oft pretends to queſtion Works of 
gh Omnipotence, yet poorly truckles to our weakeſt Paſ- 
dos, and yields implicit Faith to fooliſh Love, paying blind 
Leal to faithleſs Women's Eyes, I've heard her Falſhood 
ith ſuch preſſing Proofs, that I no longer ſhould diſtruſt it. 

| Yet 
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Vet ſtill my Love wou'd bale Demonſtration, and ma; 


Impoſſibilities ſeem probable. [ Looks 25] Ha! That Fo 


too]! What, ſtoop ſo low as that Animal !—"Tis true, We 
men once fall'n, like Cowards in Deſpair, will flick at nc 
thing; there's no Medium in their Actions. 
bright as Angels, or black as Fiends. But now for my Re 
venge, I'II kick her Cully before her Face, call her Whon 
curſe the whole Sex, and leave her. [ Gees in 


Lurewell comes down with Clincher. The Scene change 1 
Dining- Room, 

Lure, O Lord, Sir, it is my Huſband ! What will be 
come of you ? 

Clinch. Ah! Your Huſband! Oh, I ſhall be murdered 
What ſhall Ido! Where ſhall I run! I'll creep into 4 
Oven; PII climb up the Chimney ; I'll fly; Ill ſwim; 
1 wiſh to the Lord I were at the Jubilee now. 

Lure. Can't you think of any thing, Sir ? 

Clinch, Think! not I; I never cou'd think to any Pur 
poſe in my Life. 

Enter Tom Errand, | 

Lure. What do you want, Sir ? 

Err. Madam, I am looking for Sir Harry Wildair; 
ſaw him come in here this Morning ; and did imagine þ 
might be here ſtill, if he is not gone. 3 

Lure, A lucky Hit! Here, Friend, change Cloaths wit 
this Gentleman, quickly, ſtrip. 

Clinch, Ay, ay, quickly, ſtrip: I'll give you half a Crow! 

to boot, Come here; So. [T hey change Cloaths 

Lure. Now lip you [7o Clinch.) down Stairs, and wal 

at the Door till my Huſband be gone; and get you in the! 

[Ta tbe Porter.) till I call you. [ Puts Errand in the next Re 
Enter Standard, 

Oh, Sir! Are you come ? I wonder, Sir, how you ha! 
the Confidence to approach me after ſo baſe a Trick:! 
Stand. O Madam, all your Artifices won't avail. 

Lure. Nay, Sir, your Artifices won't avail. | though 
Sir, that I gave you Caution enough againſt troubling u 
with Sir Harry Wildair's Company when I ſent his Lett 
back by you; yet you, forſooth, muſt tell him where 
lodg'd, and expoſe me again to his impertinent Courtſhig 

Stand. I expoſe you to his Courtſhip ! * 
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Lure. I'll lay my Life you'll deny it now, Come, come, 
dit; a pitiful Lie is as ſcandalous to a Red Coat as an Oath 
o a Black. Did not Sir Harry himſelf tell me, that he 
found out by you where I lodg'd ? 

Stand. You're all Lies: Firſt, your Heart is falſe; your 
Eyes are double; one Look belies another; and then 
your Tongue does contradict them all—Madzam, I fee a lit- 
le Devil juſt now hammering out a Lie in your Pericranium. 

Lure. As | hope for Mercy, he's in the right on't. [ Aide. ] 
Hold, Sir, you have got the Play-houſe Cant upon your 
Tongue; and think, that Wit may privilege your railing : 
but | muſt tell you, Sir, that what is Satire upon the Stage, 
il Manners here. 

Stand. What is feign'd upon the Stage, is here in Reality 
real Falſhood, Yes, yes, Madam, —1 expos'd you to the 
Courtſhip of your Fool Clincher, too; I hope your Female 
Wiles will impoſe that upon me——alſo—— 

Lure. Clincher ! Nay, now you're ſtark mad. I know 
do ſuch Perſon. - 

Stand. O Woman in Perfection! not know him? *Slife, 
Madam, can my Eyes, my piercing jealous Eyes, be ſo de- 
laded ? Nay, Madam, my Noſe could not miſtake him; for 
| (melt the Fop by his Pu/vi/io from the Balcony down to 
the Street. 

Lure. The Balcony ! Ha, ha, ha! the Balcony; I'll be 
hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wildair's Footman 
with a new French Livery, for a Beau. 

Stand. 'Sdeath, Madam, what is there in me that looks 
like a Cully ! Did not I ſee him? 

Lure. No, no, you cou'd not ſee him; you're dreaming, 
Colonel. Will you believe your Eyes, now that I have 
rubb'd them open ? — Here, you Friend. 


Enter Errand in Clincher's Cloaths. 

Stand, This is Illuſion all; my Eyes conſpire againſt 
themſelves. Tis Legerdemain. 

Lure. Legerdemain ! Is that all your Acknowledgment 
for your rude Behaviour? — Oh, what a Curſe is it to love 
do I- But don't preſume too far, Sir, on my Affection: 
for ſuch ungenerous Uſage will ſoon return my tir'd Heart. 
he gone, Sir, [To the K to your impertinent Maſter, 
and tell him I ſhall never be at Leiſure to receive any of his 

troubleſome 
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troubleſome Viſits. —Send to me to know when I ſhou'd be 8 
at home! — Be gone, Sir: — I am ſure he has made me 2 2 


unfortunate Woman. [Wep, $tand 
Stand. Nay, then there is no Certainty in Nature ; and Che } 
Truth is only Falſhood well diſguis'd, 3 


Lure. Sir, had not I own'd my fond fooliſh Paſſion, [ Clinct 
ſhou'd not have heen ſubje& to ſuch unjuſt Suſpicions : Bu 8 ay 
It 15 an ungrateful Return, [ Peeping, 1 N 

Stand. Now, where are all my firm Reſolves? I will be. N I * 
lieve her juſt, My Paſſion rais'd my Jealouſy ; then why 2p 1 
mayn't Love be as blind in finding Faults, as in exculnyſy. Cal,“ 
them ?—l hope, Madam, you'll pardon me, ſince Jealouſy, 35 50M 
that magnify'd my Suſpicion, is as much the Ee of Love, 7 
as my Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy'd. , A 

Lure. Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy'd ! You Men have pot e 


inſolent Way of extorting Pardon, by perſiſting in you 

Faults, No, no, Sir ; cherth your Suſpicions, — 5 33 
on your Jenlouſy: Tis fit Meat for your ſqueamiſh Stomac beach 
With me all Women fhou'd this Rule purſue : the Mar 

' Wie think us falſe, ſhou'd never find us true. Lure. 
| [Exit in a Rage Clinch 
Enter Clincher in the Porter's Cloaths, my 
Clinch, Well, Intriguing is the prettieſt, pleaſanteſt Thing, 1 
for a Man of my Parts: — How ſhall we laugh at the Ha of. „ n 

-band, when he is gone ?—How ſillily he looks! He's! 1 
labour of Horns already. To make a Colonel a Cuckold . 


T will be rare News for the Alderman. [ 
Stand. All this Sir Harry has occaſion'd; but he's brave ks 

and will afford me a juſt Revenge :—O! this is the Porter! , Cl; *. 

ſent the Challenge by -——Well, Sir, have you found him! N | 


Clinch. What the Devil does he mean now ? clear aw 
Stand. Have you given Sir Harry the Note, Fellow: Clinek 
Clinch. The Note ! What Note ? Jubilee C 
Stand. The Letter, Blockhead, which I ſent by you to: ha 
Sir Harry Mildair; have you ſeen him? Pickle 5 
Clinch. O Lord, what ſhall 1 ſay now ? Seen him! Yes 8 
Sir No, Sir. — I have, Sir — I have not, Sir. fly, | 


Stand. The Fellow's mad. Anſwer me ditectly, Sirra 
| Clinch, 


or I'll break your Head. 
Clinch. I know Sir Harry very well, Sir; but as to ta Vas eve 


Note, Sir, I can't remember a Word on't ; Truth is, I ha" To have 
a very bad Memory. 


Sa ns 
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4 de /d. O Sir, 111 quicken your Memory. | Strikes him. 
a Clinch. Zauns, Sir, hold I did give him the Note, 
ee band. And what Anſwer ? 

a Clinch. I mean, I did not give him the Note, 

Sand. What d'ye banter, Raſcal ? [Strikes him again. 
„„ I Clixch. Hold, Sir, hold! He did ſend an Anſwer, 

bu Stand. What was't, Villain? 

Po Clinch. Why, truly Sir, I have forgot it: I told you 
beast I had a very treacherous Memory, 

and. I'll engage you ſhall remember me this Month, 
alu Raſcal, [ Beats him off, and Exit. 
ly Enter Lurewell and Parly. 

Lure. Fortboon, forthoon, fortboon ! This is better than 
expected; but Fortune ſtill helps the Induſtrious. 

Enter Clincher, 

Clinch. Ah ! The Devil take all Intriguing, ſay I, and 
him who firſt invented Canes. — That curs'd Colonel has 
got ſuch a Knack of beating his Men, that he has left 
the Mark of a Collar of Bandileers about my Shoulders, 

Lure. O, my poor Gentleman! And was it beaten ? 

Clinch, Yes, I have been beaten. But where's my 
Cloaths? my Cloaths ? 


Obe, 


wil ye? 


700 gain, may I be forc'd to run the Gauntlet. - But my 
Cloaths, Madam. 

Lure. I ſent the Porter down Stairs with them: Did not 
you meet him? 

Clinch. Meet him ! No, not I. 

Par. No! He went out of the Back-door, and is run 
1 clear away, I'm afraid. 

; Clinch. Gone, fay you ! and with my Cloaths ! my fine 
Jubilee Cloaths !—O, the Rogue, the Thief !—l'll have 
= g'd for Murder. But how ſhall I get home in this 
„ ickle? 

Tell per. I'm afraid, Sir, the Colonel will be back pre- 
ently, for he dines at home. 

Clinch. O, then I muſt ſneak off! 


to the Was ever ſuch an Unfortunate Beau, 


| hard To have his Coat well thraſh'd, and loſe his Coat alſo ? 
Lure. 


Lure. What, you won't leave me fo ſoon, my Dear, | 


Clinch, Will ye! If ever I peep into a Colonel's Tent 
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Lure. Thus the noble Poet ſpoke Truth: 8 
Nothing ſuits worſe with Vice than want of Senſe : as ; 


Fools are ſtill wicked at their own Expence, Lure. | 


Come 
oth ſoft 
nd his e 
'ords ce 


Par. Methinks, Madam, the Injuries you have ſufferd 
by Men muſt be very great, to raiſe ſuch heavy Reſent. 
ments againſt the whole Sex, 

Lure. The greateſt Injury that Woman cou'd ſuſtain; 


they robb'd me of that Jewel, which preſerv'd, exalts our 4 155 ; 
Sex almoſt to Angels; but deſtroy'd, bebaſes us below 93! 
the worſt of Brutes, Mankind, relently 


Lure. 


Par. But I think, Madam, your Anger ſhou'd be only 


confin'd to the Author of your Wrongs. is Look: 
Lure. The Author! Alas, I know him not, which read 
makes my Wrongs the greater. | Night 
Par. Not know him! *Tis odd, Madam, that a Ma Pberate 
ſhould rob you of that ſame Jewel you mentioned, and i" Cony 
you not know him. wy; the 
Lure. Leave trifling ;—'tis a Subject that always ſour . ! 
my Temper : But ſince, by thy faithful Service, I have rad) u, 
ſome Reaſon to confide in your Secrecy, hear the ſtrange Lure, ] 
Relation. Some twelve Years ago, I liv'd at ny bneſty; 
Father's Houſe in Oxforaſpire, bleſt with Innocence, the She ad 
ornamental, but weak Guard of blooming Beauty : [ 6 [wore 

was then juſt Fifteen, an Age fatal to the Female Sex: 
Our Youth 1s tempting, our Innocence credulous, Ro- Par, 4 
mances moving, Love powerful, and Men are— Villains, Lure, ] 
Then it happened, that three young Gentlemen from the : Fort! 
Univerſity coming into the Country, and being benighted, Par, 1] 
and Strangers, call'd at my Father's: He was very glad myſelf. 
of their Company, and offer'd them the Entertainment of 24 all 
8 Go. 4 


his Houſe. 6 
Par. Which they accepted, no doubt: Oh! theſe firol- me: 


ling Collegians are never abroad, but upon ſome Miſchief. ons of c 
Lure. They had ſome private Frolic or Deſign in their Fe in { 
Heads, as appear'd by their not naming one another, i” Af 
Which my Father perceiving, out of Civility, made nd ands, e 
Enquiry into their Affairs; two of them had a heavy, 5 
le dear 


— Univerſity Air, a Sort of a diſagreeable Scho- 

aſt ic Booriſhneſs in their Behaviour; but the third! 
Par. Ah ! the third, Madam ;—the third of all things, 

they ſay, is very critical, 


Par. N 
Lare. I 
heath ma 


Lurt. 
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Lure, He was—but in ſhort, Nature cut him out for 
py undoing ; he ſeem'd to be about Eighteen. 
Par. A fit Match for your Fifteen as cou'd be. 
Lure, He had a genteel Sweetneſs in his Face, a grace- 
ul Comelineſs in his Perſon, and his Tongue was fit to 
oth ſoft Innocence to ruin. His very Looks were witty, 
id his expreſſive Eyes ſpoke ſofter, prettier things, than 
'ords cou'd frame. 

Par. 'There will be Miſchief by and by ; I never heard 
Woman talk ſo much of Eyes, but there were Tears 
eſently after, 

Lure, His Diſcourſe was directed to my Father, but 
is Looks to me, After Supper I went to my Chamber, 
id read Caſſandra, then went to Bed, and dreamt of him 
| Night, roſe in the Morning, and made Verſes, fo fell 
eſperately in Love. My Father was ſo well pleas'd with 
3 Converſation, that he begg'd their Company next 
wy; they conſented, and next Night, Parly 


ours Far. Ah, next Night, Madam,—next Night (I'm 

have aid) was a Night indeed, —\ 

ange Lure. He brib'd my Maid, with his Gold, out of her 
my oneſty 3 and me, with his Rhetoric, out of my Honour, 
the be admitted him to my Chamber, and there he vow'd, 

” [Wil (wore, and wept, and figh'd——and conquer'd. 

Sex: . Hache. 
Ro. Per. A-lack-a-day, poor Fifteen! | [ Weeps. 


lure. He ſwore that he wou'd come down from Oxford 
u the 4 Fortnight, and marry me. 
\ted, P. The old Bait! the old Bait l was cheated juſt 
glad dmyſelf. [ 4/e.] But had not you the Wit to know his 
me all this while? | 
Lure. Alas! what Wit had Innocence like mine? He 
trol. bid me, that he was under an Obligation to his Compa- 
hief, eas of concealing himſelf then, but that he wou'd write 
their ne in two Days, and let me know his Name and Qua- 
ther, MW After all the binding Oaths of Conſtancy, joining 
le no ands, exchanging Hearts, I gave hima Ring with this 
eavy, wa Love and Honcur ; then we parted, but I never ſaw 
Scho- WW dear Deceiver more. 
Par, No, nor never will, I warrant you. 
ings, Lure, J need not tell my Griefs, which my Father's 
heath made a fair Pretence for; he left me ſole Heireſs 


Lirts and 
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and Executrix to Three Thouſand Pounds a Year: 4 
laſt, my Love for this ſingle Diſſembler turn'd to a H. 
tred of the whole Sex; and reſolving to divert my M. 
tancholy, and make my large Fortune ſubſervient to n 
Pleaſure and Revenge, I went to travel, where, in mof 
Courts of Europe, I have done ſome Execution. Here 
will play my laſt Scene; then retire to my Country Houle 
live ſolitary, and die a Penitent. 

Par. But don't you ſtill love this dear Diſſembler ? 


land, ; 


Wron g5 
o too. 


Lure. Moſt certainly: *Tis Love of him that keeps ng il. 
Anger warm, repreſenting the Baſeneſs of Mankind ful Sa 
in view; and makes my Reſentments work—We (halive!l ene 
have that old impotent Lecher, Smugg/er, here to Night Vun bra\ 
T have a Plot to ſwinge him, and his preciſe Nephew Vile. 
Vizard. uke me 

Par. I think, Madam, you manage every body t ade ye 
comes in your way, Sand. 


Lure. No, Parly ; thoſe Men, whoſe Pretenfions I fou ink be 
Juſt and honourable, I fairly diſmiſs'd, by letting theg 7/2. 
know my firm Reſolutions never to marry. But tho Madm: 
Villains that wou'd attempt my Honour, I've ſeldoe Wor 
fail'd to manage. Wand, 
Par. What d'ye think of the Colonel, Madam? I up . 
poſe his Deſigns are honourable. ſear, Si 


Lure, That Man's a Riddle; there's ſomething of H 44:7. 
nour in his Temper that pleaſes; 'm ſure he loves n Wild. 
too, becauſe he's ſoon jealous, and ſoon ſatisfy'd. Þ kcauſe ? 
he's a Man ſtill.— When I once tried his Pulſe abe Yang, 
Marriage, his Blood ran as low as a Coward's, He (wolll //71d. * 
indeed, that he lov'd me, but cou'd not marry me, fot * Tene 
ſooth, becauſe he was engag' d elſewhere. So poor aH you” 
tence made me diſdain his Paſſion, which otherwiſe mig 1 I thir 
have been uneaſy to me. But hang him, I have teiz'd hi ein in h. 
enough. —Beſides, Parly, I begin to be tir'd of my . ond, 
venge :—PBut this Buſs and Guinea I muſt maul once mo Emy 
Pit hanſel his Woman's Cloaths for him, Go get — 

Pen and Ink; I muſt write to Vixard too. N : 
Fortune, this once aſſiſt me as before; net, anc 
Tauc /uch Machines can never work in vain, ance, fir 
As thy prepitious Wheel, and my prejecting Brain. = [ cat 
L. I. 


The End of the Third Ad. AC 
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Aer 


SCE NE, Covent-Garden. 
Wildair and Standard meeting. 


1 Thought, Sir Harry, to have met you ere this 
in a more convenient Place; but ſince my 
Wrongs were without Ceremony, my Revenge ſhall be 
» Whtoo. Draw, Sir! 
s m ld. Draw, Sir! What ſhall I draw ? 
u Land. Come, come, Sir, I like your facetious Humour 
(hallfMWvell enough; it ſhews Courage and Unconcern, I know 
;oht eu brave; and therefore uſe you thus. Draw your Sword. 
jew /Fi/4. Nay, to oblige you, I will draw; but the Devil 
| uke me if I fight, —Perhaps, Colonel, this is the prettieſt 
hi bade you have ſeen. 
$/and. I doubt not but the Arm is 2 ; and therefore 
foun Mink both worth my Reſentment. Come, Sir. 
thee 7/4. But, prithee Colonel, doſt think that I am ſuch 
tho Madman, as to ſend my Soul to the Devil, and Body to 
he Worms upon every Fool's Errand ? [Alt. 
tand. I hope you're no Coward, Sir. 


I (up | Hald. Coward, Sir! I have Eight Thouſand Pounds a 
ear, Sir. 

„H Hd Land. You ſought in Flanders, to my Knowledge. 

es M e. Ay, for the ſame Reaſon that I wore a red Coat; 
zu auſe'twas faſhionable. I 
bod Sand. Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris, 

fewo %. True, Sir; but there was no Danger of Lands, 
e, fol" Tenements : Beſides, he was a Beau, like myſelf, 

rau you're a Soldier, Colonel, and Fighting's your Trade, 

mie d 1 think it downright Madneſs to contend with any 

„dh en in his Profeſſion. 


gand. Come, Sir, no more dallying : I ſhall take very 
uſeemly Methods, if you don't ſhew yourſelf a Gentle- 
ſan, 

Vild. A Gentleman! Why there again now. A Gen- 
man! I tell you once more, Colonel, that I am a Ba- 
inet, and have Eight Thouſand Pounds a Year. I can 
ance, ſing, ride, fence, underſtand the Languages. 
ow, I can't conceive how running you through the Body 
Vor. I. L ſhou'd 


AC 
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ſhou'd contribute one Jot more to my Gentility. But pray, 
Colonel, I had forgot to alk you, What's the Quarrel ? 
Stand, A Woman, Sir. - 

Hild. Then I put up my Sword. Take her. 

Stand. Sir, my Honour's concerned, 

Hild. Nay, if your Honcur be concern'd with a Wo. 
man, get it out of her Hands as ſoon as you can, An 
honourable Lover is the greateſt Slave in Nature ; fone 
will ſay, the greateſt Fool. Come, come, Colonel, thi; 
is ſomething about the Lady Lurewe!l, I warrant; I can 
give you Satisfaction in that Affair. 

Stand. Do ſo then immediately. 

Wild. Put up your Sword firſt ; you know ] dare f ght: 
But I had much rather make you a Friend than an Encmy, 
I can aſſure you, this Lady will prove too hard for one of 
your Temper. You bave too much Honour, too much in 
Conſcience, to be a Favourite with the Ladies. 

Stand. l'm aſſur'd, Sir, ſhe never gave you any En- 
couragement. 

Wild. A Man can never hear Reaſon with a Sword in 
his Hand. Sheath your Weapon; and then if I Con't la 
risfy you, ſheath it in my Body. 

Stan. Give me but Demonſtration of ker granting you 
any Favour, and it is enough. 

H'ild. Will you take my Word? 

Sand. Pardon me, Sir, I cannot. 

Hild. Will you believe your own Eyes ? 

Stand. Tis ten to one whe; her 1 ſhall or no, they hare 
deceiv'd me already. 

Mild. That's hard- But ſcme means I ſhall deviſe for 
your Satisfaction We muſt fly this Place, elſe that ciubtcr 
of Mob will overwhelm us. E xcant, 
Emer Mob, Tom Errand' ie hurrying in Clincher ic- 

nior zx Errana's Cloarbs. 

Neg. O, the Villain, the Rogue, he has murder'd my 
Huſband : Ah! my poor Timthy / [ Crying. 

Clin. Dem your 7imothy /—your Huſband has murder 
me, Woman; for he has carry'd away my fine Julie 
Cloaths. | 

Fife, Ay, you Cut-throat, have you not got f 
Cloaths upon your Back there f—Neighbours, don't v0 


know poor T;muthy's Coat aud Apron.? 


Mob. 
Fir/t 
Secan. 
Fir/? 
der: B 
Ciin, 
terer le 
riguing 
Mz. 
Clin. 


Conſt. 
Wife. 
murder? 
Conj?. 
teman. 
Give an 
Clin. 
Conft, 
perſuade 
Clin, 
don't kx 
tie Port 
Con}, 


2 Gentle 


Wife. 


Cloaths 
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Mob. Ay, ay. it is the ſame. 

Fir/t Me. What ſhall we do with him, Neighbours ? 

Second Mob. We'll pull bim in pieces. 

Fir/? Mcb. No, no; then we may be hang'd for Mur- 
der: But we'll drown him. 

Clin. Ah, good People, pray don't drown me; for I 
never learnt to ſwim in all my Life. Ah, this plaguy in- 
riguing! 

M4. Away with him, away with him to the Thames. 
Clin. Oh, if I had but my Suimming Girdle now. 


Enter Conſtable. 


Corſe. Hold, Neighbours, T command the Peace. 

ate. O, Mr. Conſtable, here's a Rogue that has 
nurder'd my Huſband, and robb'd him of his Cloaths. 

Cenſt. Murder and Robbery ! then he mult be a Gen- 
teman. Hands off there; he muſt not be abus'd.— 
Give an Account of yourſelf. Are you a Gentleman? 

Clin. No, Sir, | am a Beau. 

Cinft, A Beau ! Then you have kilPd nobody, I'm 
perſuaded. How came you by thefe Cloaths, Sir? 

Clin. You muſt know, Sir, that walking along, Sir, 1 
don't know how, Sir; I can't tell where, Sir; and fo 
the Porter and I] chang'd Cloaths, Sir. 

Co. Very well! the Man ſpeaks Reaſon, and like 
a Gentleman. 

Mit. But pray, Mr. Conſtable, aft him how he chang'd 
Cloaths with him. 

Cent. Silence, Woman! and don't diſturb the Court. 
- Well, Sir, how did you change Cloaths ? 

Clin. Why, Sir, he pull'd off my Coat, and I drew of 
lis: So I put on his Coat, and he put on mine. 

Con. Why, Neighbour, ] don't find that he's guilty : 
dearch him; and if he carries no Arms about him, we'll 
let 8 go. {They ſearch his Pockets, and ul cut his Piſlols. 

Cin. O Gemini] My Jubilee Piſtols! 

Conſt, What, a Caſe of Piſtols! Then the Caſe 1s plain. 
deak, what are you, Sir? Whence came you, and whi- 
her go y you 2 

Clin. Sir, I came from Ru/el-Street, and am going ts 
lte Jubilee. 

Hit. You mall go to the Gallows, you Rogue, 

L 2 Cor. 
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Conſt. Away with him, away with him to Nezwpay, 

ſtraight, | ; 

Clin, I ſhall go to the Jubilee now, indeed. 
Re-enter Wildair and Standard. 


[ Exeunt, 


Mild. In ſhort, Colonel, 'tis all Nonſenſe : Fight for x 


Woman! Hard by is the Lady's Houſe, if you pleaf: 
we'll wait on her together: You ſhall draw your Sword; 
Pl draw my Snuff-Box : You ſhall produce your Wound; 
receiv'd in War; I'll] relate mine by Capid's Dart: You 
ſhall look big; VIl ogle: — Vou ſhall ſwear; 11 ſigh :— 
You ſhall /a, Ja, and PII Coupee; and if ſhe flies not to 
my Arms like a Hawk to its Perch, my Dancing-Maſter 
deſerves to be damn'd. 

Stand. With the generality of Women, I grant you 
theſe Arts may prevail. 

Mild. Generality of Women! Why there again, you're 
out. They're all alike, Sir; I never heard of any one 
that was particular, but one. | 

Stand. Who was ſhe, pray? 

Mild. Penelope, 1 think ſhe's call'd, and that's a Poeti- 
cal Story too. When will you find a Poet in our Age 
make a Woman ſo chaſte ? 

Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious Humour can dil- 
guiſe Falſhood, and make Calumny paſs for Satire; but 
you have promis'd me ocular Demonſtration that ſhe fa- 
vours you: Make that good, and 1 ſhall then maintain 

Faith and Female to be as inconſiſtent as Truth and 
Falſhood. ; 

Mila. Nay, by what you told me, I am fatisfied that 
ſhe impoſes on us all: And Yizard too ſeems what I fil 
ſuſpected him: But his honeſty once miſtruſted, ſpoils 
his Knavery: — But will you be convinc'd, if our Plot 
ſucceeds ? 

Stand. I rely on your Word and Honour, Sir Harry; 
which if I doubted, my Diſtruſt wou'd cancel the Obl:- 
gation of their Security. 

Wild. Then meet me half an Hour hence at the Rummner: 
You mult oblige me by taking a hearty Glaſs with me 
toward the fitting me out for a certain Project, which 
this Night I undertake. 

Stand, I gueſs by the Preparation, that Woman's the 
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Wild. Yes, faith.—I am taken dangerous ill with two 
fooliſh Maladies, Modeſty and Love; the firſt I'll cure 
with Burgundy, and my Love by a Night's Lodging with 
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the Damſcl. A ſure Remedy. Probatum eff. | 
Stand. Ill certainly meet you, Sir. [| Exeunt ſeverally. 
Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. 

Clin. Ah! Dich, this London is a fad Place, a fad vici- 
ous Place: I wiſh that I were in the Country again: And 
this Brother of mine! I'm ſorry he's ſo great a Rake: 1 
had rather ſee him dead than ſee him thus. | 

Dick. Ay, Sir, he'll ſpend his whole Eſtate at this 
ſame Jubilee. Who d'ye think lives at this ſame Jubilee? 

Clin, Who, pray ? | 

Dick. The Pope. 

Cin. The Devil he does! My Brother go to the Place 
where the Pope dwells! He's bewitch'd ſure ! 

Enter Tom Errand ix Clincher ſenior's Cloaths, 
Dick. Tndeed, I believe he is, for he's ſtrangely alter'd. 
Clin. Alter'd ! Why he looks like a Jeſuit already. 
Err, This Lace will fell, What a Blockhead was the 

fellow to truſt me with his Coat! If I can ger croſs the 
Garden, down to the Water-ſide, I am pretty ſecure, 

[ A/iae. 
N Brother — Alaw! O Gemini! Are you my Bro- 
mer? | 

Dick. I ſeize you in the King's Name, Sir. 

Er. O Lord ! Shou'd this prove ſome Parliament Man 
now | 

Clin. Speak, you Rogue, what are you? 

Err. A poor Porter, Sir, and going of an Errand. 

Dick, What Errand ? Speak, you Rogue. 

Err, A Fool's Errand, I'm afraid. 

Clin. Who ſent you? 

Err. A Beau, Sir. * 

Dick. No, no; the Rogue has murder'd your Brother, 
ind ſtript him of his Cloaths. 

Clin. Murder'd my Brother! O Crimini ! O my poor 
Jubilee Brother !=Stay, by Jupiter Ammon, I'm Heir tho: 
weak, Sirrah, have you kill'd him? Confeſs that you 
lave kill'd him, and I'II give you Half a Crown. 

Err. Who, I, Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, I never kill'd 
ny Man, but a Carrier's Horſe once. 


L 3 Clin. 
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Clin. Then you ſhall certainly be hang'd; but conſ:; 
that you k:1Pd bim, and we'll let you go. 

Err, Telling the Truth hangs a Man, but confefiins 
2 Lie can do no Harm; beß des, if the work come to the 
wort, 1 can but deny it again Well, Sir, pnce I mul 
tell you, I did kill him. \ 

Clin, Here's your Money, Sir, — Bat are you ſure you 
kili'd him dead ? 

Err. Sir, VII ſwear it before any Judge in England. 

Dick. But are you ſure that he's Dead in Law ? 

Err. Dead in Law ? I can't tell whether he be Dain 
Law. But he's as dead as a Door- Nail; for I gave hin 
feven Knccks cn the Head with a Hammer. 

Dicz. Then you have the Eflate by Statute. Any Man 
that's knock'd o'th* Head is Deed in Low. 

Cin. But are you ſure he was Compos Mentis when he 
was kilPd ? 

Err. I ſuppoſe he was, Sir; for he told me nothing to 
the. contrary afterwards, ; 

Clin. Hey! Then I go to the Jubilee—Strip, Sir, trip, 
By Jupiter Ammon, ſtrip. 

Dick. Ah ! don't ſwear, Sir. 

[ Puts on his Brothers Cloathi. 

Clin. Swear, Sir! Zoons, han't J got the Eftate, Sir? 
Come, Sir, now I'm 1n Mourning for my Brother, 

Err. ] hope you'll let me go now, Sir. 

Clin. Yes, yes, Sir; but you muft do me the Favour to 
ſwear poſitively before a Magiſtrate, that you kill'd him 
dead, that I may enter upon the Eſtate without any Trou- 
ble, By Jupiter Ammon, all my Religion's gone, fince | 
put on theſe ſine Cloaths— Hey, call me a Coach ſome- 
body, | 

Err. Ay, 
diately. . 
Clin. No, no; Dich, carry this Spark before a Jaſtice, 
and when he has made Oath, you may diſcharge him. 
And I'll go fee Angelica. [ Exeunt Dick and Errand., 
Now that l'm an elder Brother, I'll court, and ſwear, and 


rant, and rake, and go to the Jubilee with the beſt of 
them, [ Exit, 


Maſter, let me go, and PII call one imme. 
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SCENE, Lurewell's Horſe, 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 

Lure. Are you ſure that Fizard had my Letter? 

Par. Yes, yes, Madam; one of your Ladyſhip's Foot - 
men gave it to him in the Park, and he told the Bearer, 
with all Tranſports of Joy, that he won'd be punctual to 
a Minute, 

Lure. Thus moſt Villains ſome time or other are punc- 
tua] to their Ruin; and Hypoeriſy, by impoſng on the 
World, at laſt deceives itfelf. Are all Things prepar'd 
ſor his Reception ? 

Par. Exactly to your Ladyſhip's Order; the Alderman 
too is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook'd up for Initquity. 

Lure. Then he has got Woman's Cloaths on? 

Par. Ves, Madam, and has paſs'd upon the Family for 
your Nurſe, | 

Lure. Convey him into that Cloſet, and put out the 
Candles, and tell him, PII wait on him preſently. 

[A Parly goes to put ont the Candles, ſomebody knocks. 

Lure. This muſt be ſome Clown without Mangers, or 
Gentleman above Ceremony. Who's there? 

I ildair ſings. 
Thus Damon 4nec/'d at Celia's Door, 
Hl. fiald, and begg'd, and wept, and [wwore, 
The Sign was ſo, 
fEnocks.} 
She anfaver'd, No. 
[Knocks thrice, ] 
No, mo, no. | 
Again he fieh'd, again he pray'd, 
No, Damon, no, I am afraid - 
Ceonfider, Damon, I'm a Maid. 
Confer, 
No, 
I'm a Maid, 
| No, &c. 
At Iaft his Sighs and Tears made Way, 
She roje, and ſoftly turn'd the Key : 
Come in, ſaid ſhe. but do not ſtay. 
You will be rude, 
But if you are, you may. 
y/ as NE [Exit Parly. 
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Lure. Tis too early for Serenading, Sir Harry. 

Wild. Whereſoever Love is, there Muſic is proper; there's 
an harmonious Conſent in their Natures, and when right) 
Join'd, they make up the Chorus of Earthly Happineſs, 

Lure, But, Sir Harry, what Tempeſt drives you here: 
this Hour ? 
_ Wild. No Tempeſt, Madam, but as fair Weather a 
ever entic'd a Citizen's Wife to cuckold her Huſbanl is 
freſh Air. Love, Madam. [Wild. taking her by the Hand 


Lure. As pure and white as Angels ſoft Deſires. 

Wild. Fierce, as when ripe conſenting Beauty fires. 
Is*t not ſo? | 

Lure. O Villain! What Privilege has Men to our De 
ſtruction, that thus they hunt our Ruin? [4/ge.] If this 
be a Love Token, [Wild. drops a Ring, /he takes it ib. 
your Miſtreſſes Favours hang very looſe about you, Sir, 

Wild. I can't, juſtly, Madam, Pay your Trouble cf 
taking it up by any Thing, but defiring you to wear it, 

Lure. You Gentlemen have the cunningeſt Ways of 
playing the Fool, and are ſo induſtrious in your Profuſe. 
neſs. Speak ſeriouſly, am I beholden to Chance or De. 
ſign for this Ring? 

Mild. To Deſign, upon my Honour, And I hope m. 
Deſign will ſucceed, [ Aſide 


Lure. And what foall I give yeu for ſuch a fine Thing? 
Wild. You'll give me another, youll give me another fit 
Thing. | _ [ Both fing. 
Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry? 
Wild. With all my Heart, Madam, ſo I may be free 
with you, 
| Lure, Then plainly, Sir, I ſhall beg the Favour to ſee 
you ſome other Time; for at this very Minute I have two 
Lovers in the Houſe. | ah 
mild. Then to be as plain, I muſt be gone this Minute, 
for I muſt ſee another Miſtreſs within theſe two Hours. 
Lure. Frank and free, 
Mild. As you with me——Madam, your moſt humble 
Servant. 7 [ Exit. 
Lure. Nothing can diſturb his Humour, Now for my 
Enter Parly, Leading in Smuggler, dre/s'din Woman's Cloaths. 
Par, This Way, Mr. Alderman, 
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Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly, -I'm oblig'd to you for this 
Trouble, here are a Couple of Shillings for you. Times 
are hard, very hard, indeed; but next Time Pl ſteal a 
Pair of Silk Stockings from my Wife, and bring them to 
vou What are you fumbling about my Pockets for? — 

Par. Only ſetting the Pleats of your Gown ; here, Sir, 
get into this Cloſet, and my Lady will wait on you pre- 
ſently. [ Puts him into the Cloſet, runs out, and returns 

with Vizard. 

Viz. Where would'ſ thou lead me, my dear auſpicious 
little Pilot ? 

Par. You're almoſt in Port, Sir; my Lady's in the 
Cloſet, and will come out to you immediately, 

Viz. Let me thank thee as I ought, [Kies her. 

Par. Pſhaw, who has hir'd me beſt; a Couple of Shil 
lings, or a Couple of Kiſſes ? | 

Viz. Propitious Darkneſs guides the Lovers Steps, and 
Night that ſhadows outward S-nie, lights up our inward 
Joy. Night! The great awful Ruler of Mankind, which, 
like the Perffan Monarch, hides its Royalty to raiſe the 
Veneration of the World. Under thy eaſy Reign Diſ- 
ſemblers may ſpeak Truth; all flaviſh Forms and Cere- 
monies laid afide, and generous Villany may a& without 
Conſtraint. 
| _ [ Peeping out of the Cloſet.) Bleſs me] What Voice 
is this ? 

Viz. Our hungry Appetites, like the wild Beaſts of 
Prey, now ſcour about, to gorge their craving Maws ; 
the Pleaſure of Hypocriſy, like a chain'd Lion, once broke 
looſe, wildly indulges its new Freedom, ranging through 
all unbounded Joys. 

Smug. My Nephew's Voice, and certainly poſſeſs'd with 
an Evil Spirit; he talks as prophanely as an actor poſ- 
ſeſs d with a Poet. 

Viz. Ha! I hear a Voice: Madam, — my Life, my 
Happineſs, where'are you, Madam ? | 

Smug. Madam! He takes me for a Woman too: I'll try 
lim. Where have you left your Sanctity, Mr. Vizard. 
| Viz, Talk no more of chat ungrateful Subject! left 
t where it has only Buſineſs, with Day-light ; *tis need- 
Els to wear a Maſk in the dark. 
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Smug. O the Rogue, the Rogue !—'The World take; 
you for a very ſober, virtuous Gentleman. 

Viz. Ay, Madam, that adds Security to all my Pleaſure, 
— With me a Cuily-*Squire may ſquancer his Eftate, and 
ne'er be thought a Spendthrift—— With me a holy Elder 
may zealouſly be drunk, and toaft his tuneful Noiſe in 
Sack, to make it hold forth clearer — But what is moſt 
my Praiſe, the formal Rigid ſhe, that rails at Vice an! 
Men, with me ſecures her looſeſt Pleaſures, and her ſtrife 
Honour ſhe who with ſcornful Mien, and virtuous 
Pride, diſdains the Name of Whore, with me can wanton, 
and laugh at the deluded World. 

Smag. How have I been deceived! Then you are very 
great among the Ladies, 

Viz. Yes, Madam, they know that like a Mole in the 
Earth, I dig deep, but invifible ; not like thoſe fluttering 
noiſy Sinners, whoſe Pleaſure is the Proclamation of their 
Faults ; thoſe empty Flaſhes, who no ſooner kindle, but 
they mult blaze to alarm the World. But come, Madam, 
you delay our Pleafures, 

Smug. He ſurely takes me for the Lady Lureave!/—ſhe 
Has made him an Appointment too—but [I'll be revenge 
of both —- Well, Sir, what are thoſe you: are- io intimate 
with? 

Viz. Come, come, Madam, you know very well 
thoſe who ſtand ſo high, that the Vulgar envy even their 
Crimes,. whoſe Figure adds Privilege to their Sin, and 
makes it paſs unqueſtion's : fair, high, pamper'd Females, 
whoſe ſpeaking Eyes, and piercing Voice, would arm the 
Statue of a Stoich, and animate his cold Marble with the 
Soul of an Epicure, all raviſhing, lovely, and. ſoft, and 
kind, like you | 

Smug. l'm very lovely and ſoft indeed! you ſhall fnd me 
much harder than you imagine, Friend— Well, Sir, bot 
L ſuppoſe your D. ſimulation has ſome other Motive be- 
fides Pleafure ? 

Viz. Yes, Madam, che honeſteſt Motive in the World, 
Totereſt—Yow muſt know, Madam, that | have an old 
Uncle, Alderman Smuggier, you have ſeen him, I ſuppoie- 
1 Ves, yes, I have ſome ſmall. Acquaintance with 
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ker Viz. Tis the moſt knaviſh, preciſe, covetous old 
, Rogue, that ever died of the Gout. : 
ure. WW Sus. Ah! The young Son of a Whore! Well, Sir, 
and and what of him? 
lder Viz. Rell hungers not more for wretched Souls, than 
e in he for ill-got De yet (what's wonderful) he that 


mol: WF would ſtick at no profitable Villany himſelf, loves Holi- 
en! aeg in another—he prays all Sundays for the Sins of the 
cet week paſt be ſpends all Dinner-time in two tedious 
. Craces; and what he deſigns a Bleſſing to the Meat, 
tor, 


proves a Curſe to his Family he's the moſt———— 
Smug, Well, well, Sir, I know him very well, 

very Viz. Then, Madam, he has a ſwinging Eftate, which 

[ deſign to purchaſe as a Saint, and ſpead like a Gentle- 


the nan. He got it by Cheating, and ſhould loſe it by De- 
ug eit. By the Pretence of my Zeal and Sobriety, Pll 
their cozen the old Miſer one of theſe Days out of a Settlement 
. and Deed of Conveyance 


Haug. It ſhall be a Deed to convey you to the Gallows, 
then, ye young Dog. F722 
- ſhe Viz. And no ſooner he's dead, but I'll rattle over his 


ag Grave with a Coach and Six, to inform his covetous 
mat oh Ghoſt how genteelly I ſpend his Money. 

Snug. I il prevent you, Boy, for ll have my Money 
2 bury'd with me. Ade. 


Viz. Bleſs me, Madam! Here's a Light coming this 
Way. I muſt fly immediately; when ſhall I ſee you, 
ales, Madam; 


Sug. Sooner than you expect, my Dear. 


h the Viz. Pardon me, dear Madam, [ would not be feen for 
and 4. World. I wou'd fooner forfeit my Life, nay my 

Pleaſure, than my Reputation. | [Exit. 
1d "WY Snug. Reputation! Reputation! That poor Word ſut- 
, = fers a great deal - Well! thou art the molt accompliſh'd 
» be 


livpocrite that ever made a grave plodding Face over a 
Diſh of Coffee and a Pipe of, Tobacco! he owes me for 
ſeven Years Maintenance, and ſhall pay me by ſeven 
Years Impriſonment; and when I die, PII leave him the 
fe- ſimple of a Rope and a Shilling. Who are theie? I 
begin to be afraid of ſome Miſchief——1 wiſh-that I were 
late within the City Liberties ——- |} hide myſelf. 
[Stands claſe. 
L. 6 Lues 
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Enter Butler, with other Servants and Lights. 


Bat. I ſay there are two Spoons wanting, and III ſearch 
the whole Houſe—Two Spoons will be no ſmall Gap in 
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my Quarter's Wages. 

Serv. When did you miſs 'em, James? 

But. Miſs them! Why I miſs them now! in ſhort they 
muſt be among you, and if you don't return them, II 
go to the Cunning-man To-morrow Morning; my Spoons 
I want, and my Spoons I will have. 

Seru. Come, come, ſearch about. 

[ Search and diſcover Smuggler. 

But, Hark'e, good Woman, what makes you hide your. 
ſelf ? What are you aſham'd of ? 

Sug, Aſham'd of! O Lord, Sir, I'm an honeſt old 
Woman that never was aſham*d of any Thing. 

But. What are you, a Midwife then? Speak, did net 
you ſee a Couple of ftray Spoons in your Travels ? 

Smug. Stray Spoons |! | 

But. Ay, ay, ſtray Spoons ; in ſhort you ſtole them, 
and I'll ſhake your old Limbs to Pieces, if you don't de. 
liver them preſently. _ 

Smug. Bleſs me ; a reverend Elder of ſeventy Years old 
accus'd for Petty Larceny /— Why ſearch me, good People, 
ſearch me; and if you find any Spoons about me, you 
ſhall burn me for a Witch. 

But. Ay, we will ſearch you, Miſtreſs, 

[They ſearch and pull the Spoons out of his Pocitt, 

Smug. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! 

But. Where, where is he? Lord bleſs us! ſhe is a 
Witch in good Earneſt, may be. x 

Smug. O, it was ſome Devil, ſome Covent-Garden ot 
St. James's Devil, that put them in my Pocket. 

But. Ay, ay, you ſhall be hang'd for a Thief, burnt for 
a Witch, and then carted for a Bawd. Speak, what are 
you ? 

Enter Lurewell. 

Smug. Pm the Lady LurewelPs Nurſe, 

Lure. What Noiſe is this? 

But, Here is an old Succubus, Madam, that has ſtole two 

Silver Spoons, and ſays ſhe's your Nurſe. 
Lure. My Nurſe! O the impudent old Jade, I net! 
ſaw the wither'd Creature before, 
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Smug. Then I'm finely caught. O Madam, Madam, 
arch don't you know me? don't you remember Buſs and 
pin Guinea? 

Lure. Was ever ſuch Impudence? I know thee! why 

thou*rt as brazen as a Bawd in the Side-box.— Take her 

they before a Juſtice, and then to Newgate, away. 
Pll Smug. O! conſider, Madam, that I'm an Alderman. 
dong Lure. Confider, Sir, that you're a compound of 
Covetouſneſs, Hypocriſy. and Knavery, and muſt be 
puniſh*d according'y——You muſt be in Petticoats, gouty 
ler, WM Monſter, muſt ye! You muſt Buſs and Guinea too; you 
our- Wl muſt tempt a Lady's Honour, old Satyr; away with him. 
[ Hurry him off. 
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ola Still may our Sex thus Frauds of Men oppoſe, 
ra Still may our Arts delude theſe tempting Foes. \ 
2 May Honour rule, and never fall betray' d, 
But Vice be caught in Nets for Virtue laid. 4 
mY The End of the Fourth Act. T 
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SCENE, Lady Darling's Houſe. ' 14 
1 Darling and Angelica. | 
Darl, Aughter, fince you have to deal with 2 Man of | 
is 2 ſo peculiar a Temper, you muſt not think the 


reneral Arts of Love can ſecure him ; you may therefore 
or Willow ſuch a Courtier fome Encouragement extraordinary, 
vithout Reproach to your Modeſty. 
t for Argel. J am ſenfible, Madam, that a formal Nicety 
t are Wakes our Modeity fit aukward, and appears rather a 
Chain to enſlave, than Bracelet to adorn us zit ſhould 
hew, when vnmoleſted, eaſy and innocent as a Dove, but 
lrong and vigorous as a Faulcon, when affiulted, 
Darl. I'm afraid, Daughter, you miſtake Sir Harry's 
two WGziety for D:ſhonour. 
Aug. Tho' Modeſty, Madam, may wink, it muſt not 
ever I leep, when powerful Enemies are abroad —T muſt confeſs, 
tat of all Men's, I wou'd not ſee Sir Harry Wildoir's 
mugs Sa Faults ; 
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Faults ; nay, I cou'd wreſt his moſt ſufpicions Wordyz 
thouſand Ways, to make them look like Honour — hut, 
Madam, in Spite of Love, I muſt hate him, and curſe 
thoſe Practices which taint our Nobility, and rob all 


virtuous Women of the braveſt Men. 
Darl. You muft certainly be miſtaken, Angelica; for I'm 
ſatisſy'd Sir Harry's Deſigns are only to court, and matry 
ou. 
a Ang. His Pretence, perhaps, was ſuch; but Women 
now, like Enemies, are attack'd; whether by Treachery, 
or fairly conquer'd, the Glory of the Triumph is the 
ſame — Pray, Madam, by what Means were you made 
acquainted with his Deſigns ? | 
* Darl. Means, Child | why, my Couſin F;zard, who, 
I'm ſure, is your fincere Friend, ſent him, He brought 
me this Letter from my Couſin.— | 
i Ges her the Letttr, which ſhe hens, 
Ang. Ha! Yizard! then I'm abus'd in Earneſt.-— 
Wou'd Sir Harry, by his Inſtigation, fix a bate Affront 
upon me? No, I can't ſuſpect him of ſo ungenteel a 
Crime This Letter ſhall trace the Truth [Ad. 
My Suſpicions, Madam, are much clear'd; and I hope 
to ſatisfy your Lady ſhip in my Management, when next 
1 fee Sir Harry. 


Enter Servant. 

Serv. Madam, heie's a Gentleman below calls him- 
felf Wildatr. | 

Darl. Conduct him up. Daughter, I won't doubt 
your Diſcretion, [ Exaz Darling. 

Emer Wildair. 

Wild. O, the Delights of Love and Burgundy /—— 
Madam, I have toaſted your Ladyſhip fifteen Bumpers 
ſucceſſively, and ſwallow'd Cupids like Loches to every 
Glais, 

Ang. And what then, Sir ? 

Hild. Why then, Madam, the Wine has got into my 
Head, and the Cupias into my Heart; and unleſs by 
quenching quick my Flame, you kindly ceaſe the Smart, 
Em a lot Man, Madam. 

Ang. Druakenneſs, Sir Harry, is the worſt Pretence 3 
Gentleman can make for Rudeneſs; for the Excuſe is 28 
feandalous as the Fault. Therefore, pray conficer 
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who you are ſo free with, Sir; a Woman of Condition, 


”" that can call halt a Dozen Footmen upon Occafion. 

fe Wild. Nay, Madam, if you have a Mind to toſs me 

„ina Blanket, half a Dozen Chamber-maids would do 
better Service. —Come, come, Madam, tho' the Wine 

"mn WM nakes me liſp, yet it has taught me to ſpeak plainer. 

„e #1 che Duſt of my ancient Progenitors, I mult this 

* Night reſt in your Arms. 

wy Ang. Nay then, who waits there? [| Enter . 

wh Take hold of that Madman, and bind him. 

f 6 Wild. Nay, then Burgundy's the Word, Slaughter will 

ade eaſue. Hold,—do you know. Scoundrels, that I have 

been drinking victorious Burgundy ? [ Draws. 

1 Servants. We know you're drunk, Sir. 

et %. Then how have you the Impudence, Raſcals, 

” Won adult a Geotleman with a Couple of Flaſks of 

ben. Courage in his Head? 

___ WH Gr vans, We muit do as our young Miſtreſs com- 

og 775 us. 

ol 2 %. Nay, then have among ye, Dogs. 

T 2 — Money among them ; they ſexamble and take it 

nope 1p. He pelting them out, ſhuts the Door, and returns. 


next Mſcals. Poltroons.— have charm'd the Dragon, and 
wow the Fruit's my own. 

Aug. O. the mercenary Wretches ! This was a Plot to- 
him- betray me. 

id. 1 have put the whole Army to Flight: And now: 
doubt take the General Priſoner. | Laying hold on Her. 
Ang. I conjure you, Sir, by the facred Name of 
Yonour, by. your dead Father's Name, and the fair 
leputation of your Mother's Chaitity, that you offer 
wt the leaſt nr you have wrong'd me 
pit Redrefs. 
Vd. Fhou art the moſt unaccountable Creature. 
Ang. What Madneſs, Sir Harry! what wild Dream 
i looſe Deſire. cou d prompt you to attempt this Baſe- 
tel? View me well. — The Brightneſs of my Mind, 
t*tainks, ſhould lighten outwards, and let you ſee your 
Mitake in my Behaviour. I think it ſhines with o 
noch Innocence in my Face, that it ſhould dazzle all 
your vicious Thoughts: Think not I am defenceleſs 
uſe alone. Tour very ſelf is Guard againſt yourſelf :. 

Im 
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Pm ſure, there's ſomething generous in your Soul; my 

Words ſhall ſnatch it out, and Eyes ſhall fire it for my 

own Defence. | 

Mild. [Mimicking.) Tal tidum, ti dum, tal ti dich, 
didum. A Million to one now, but this Girl is ju! 

come fl ſh from reading the Rival Queens. I gad, Pl! 

at her in her own Cant. 

O my Satyra, O my angry Dear, turn thy Eyes on me, be. 
hold thy Beau in Buſkins. 

Ang. Behold me, Sir; view me with a ſober Thought, 
free from thoſe Fumes of Wine that throw a Miſt before 
your Sight, and you ſhall find that every Glance from 
my reproaching Eyes is arm'd with ſharp Reſentment, 
and with a virtuous Pride that looks Diſhonour dead. 

Wild. This is the firt Whore in Heroics that! have 
met with. [4/ide.] Look ye, Madam, as to that lender 
Particular of your Virtue, we ſhan't quarrel about it; 
you may be as virtuous as any Woman in England, if 
you pleaſe; you may ſay your Prayers all the Time :— 
But pray, Madam, be pleas'd to confider what is this 
fame Virtue that you make ſuch a mighty Noiſe about: 
Can your Virtue beſpeak you a Front Row in the 
Boxes? No, for the Players can't live upon Virtue, Can 
your Virtue keep you a Coach and Six? No, no; your 
Virtuous Women. walk on Foot — Can your Virtue hire 
you a Pew in the Church? Why, the very Sexton will 
tell you, No. Can your Virtue ſtake for you at Picquet? 
No. Then, what Buſineſs has a Woman with Virtue ?— 
Come, come, Madam, I offer'd you fifty Guineas,— 
there's a Hundred. —The Devil! Virtuous fill! Why, 
it is a Hundred, five Score, a Hundred Guineas. 
Ag. O Indignation ! Were I a Man, you durſt not 
uſe me thus; but the mean, poor Abuſe you throw on 
me, reflects upon yourſelf; our Sex ſtill ſtrikes an Awe 
vpon the Brave, and only Cowards dare affront a 
Woman. | | 

Wild. Affront! S'death, Madam, a hundred Guiness 
will ſet vou up a Bank at Baſſet; a Hundred Guiness 
will furniſh out your Lodgings with China; a Hundred 
Guineas will give you an Air of Quality ; a Hundred 
Guineas will buy you a rich Eſeritoir for your Bil:t- 
deux, or a fine Common-Prayer Book for your m_ A 

| - Huncred 
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Hundred Guineas will buy a Hundred fine Things, and 
fine Things are for fine Ladies; and fine Ladies are for 
fine Gentlemen; and fine Gentlemen are—'I Egad, this 
Burgundy makes a Man ſpeak like an Angel=—Come, 
come, Madam, take it, and put it to what Uſe you pleaſe. 
Ang. I'll uſe it as I would uſe the baſe unworthy 
Giver! thus! [Throws down the Purſe and lamps upon it. 
Vild. T have no Mind to meddle in State Affairs; but 
theſe Women will make me a Parliament Man ſpite of 
my Teeth, on purpoſe to bring in a Bill againſt their 
Extortion. She tramples under Foot that Deity which 
all the World adores.— O the blooming Pride of beau- 
tiful Eighteen! Pſhaw, Pl talk to er no longer; 
ll make my Markets with the old Gentlewoman, 
he knows Buſineſs better. [ Goes to the Door. ] Here, 
you, Friend, pray defire the old Lady to walk in. 
Heark'e, Egad, Madam, I'll tell your Mother. 


Enter Lady Darling. | 

Darl. Well, Sir Harry, and how d'ye like my Daughter, 
pray ? | 

Wild. Like her, Madam — Heark'e, will you take 
tt Why faith, Madam! — take the Money, I ſay, or 
epad, all's out. N 

Ang. All ſhall out; Sir, you're a Scandal to the 
Name of Gentleman, 

Wild. With all my Heart, Madam :—In ſhort, Ma- 
am, your Daughter has us'd me ſomewhat too fami- 
larly, tho? I have treated her like a Woman of Quality. 

Darl. How, Sir? | 
ee. Why, Madam, I have offer'd her a Hundred 

uineas. 

Dar]. A Hundred Guineas ! upon what Score? 

Mild. Upon what Score! Lord, Lord, how theſe old 
Women love to hear Bawdy. Why, faith, Madam, I 
ave never a double Entenare ready at preſent, but Pll 
ing you a Song. 


Behold the Goldfinches, tall al de rall, 

And a Man of my Inches, tall al de rall, 

Ta. ball. take bin, gtx mt, All At rall 
Amodiſh Minuet, Madam, that's all. 


Dar. 
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Darl. Sir, I don't underſtand you. Now, 
Wild. Ay, ſhe will have it in plain Terms; then Mike Ac 
Madam, in downright Enzlif>, I olter'd your Daughteſ e ta 


a hundred Guineas to Aug. 
Ang. Hold, Sir; ſtop your abuſive Tongue, too loo the mo 
for modeſt Ears to hear. —Madam, I did before ſuſpet Dar! 
that his Defizns were baſe, now they're too plain; this Wild 
Knizhr, this mighty Man of Wit and Humour, is made O; 


a Tool to a Knave: Y:zard has fent him on a Bulle, 
Errand to affront a Woman; but I ſcorn the Abuſe, an 
him that offer'd ir. | 

Darl. How, Sir, come to affront us! D*ye know wi; 
we are, Sir? 

Hild. Know who you are! Why, your Daughte 
there, is Mr. Fizard's—Coutin, I ſuppoſe:— And ſe | 
you, Madam—now to call her Procarefs Alamode de 
France, | Afide ] Feftime wotre Occupation. X 

Dar. Pray, Sir, ſpeak Englißb. f 

Wild. Then to define her Office, Alamode de Londrer 
Alt.] I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip to be one of thoſe cir! Aug. 
ebliging, diſcreet, old Gentlewomen, who keep thei dre(s 


viſiting Days for the Entertainment of their prefenting Way. 
Friends, whom they treat with Imperial Tea, a privat Darl, 
Room, and a Pack of Cards. Now I ſuppoſe you dglÞs"2"5 
underſtand me. 5 
Darl. This is beyond Sufferance ! But ſay, thou abuſir ud. 
Man, what Injury have you ever receiv'd from me, ng. 
mine, thus to engage you in this ſcandalous Aſperſion! 1 
Ves, Sir, what Cauſe, what Motives could in 1d. 
duce you thus to debaſe yourſelf below your Rank? _ p on 
Wilt. Hey day! Now dear Roxana, and you my fi — 
Statzra, be not fo very Heroic in your Stiles; Var. rs 
Letter may teſolve you, and anſwer all the impertige 5775, | 
Queftions you have made me. "a 


Beth Venen. We appeal to that. | 

IFild. And I'll ſtand to't; he read it to me, and ti 
Contents were pretty plain, I thought. 

Ang. Here, Sir, peruſe it, and tee how much we 
injur'd, and you deceiv'd. rants Mobo 0 he” 
Darling.] betore 1 read lil make Tome Condition an 
Vixard lays here, that 1 won't ſcruple 30 or 40 Ne 


I this, 
Will. 
here no 
behting | 
Darl. 
a do; 


— 
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Now, Madam, if you have clapt in another Cypher to 
they Due Account, and made it 3 or 4 Hundred, egad I will 
dot Rand to't 

Aug. Now I can't tell whether Diſdain or Anger be 
loofMithe moft juſt Reſentment for this Injury. 
ca} D. The Letter, Sir, ſhail aaſwer you. 
; thi 1/7. Well then | Reads. ] 


mace Out of my earneſt Inclination to ferwe your Laduſbip, and 


ul!) my Coufin' Angelica, Ay, zy, the very Woids, I 
z at can ſay it by Heart — have fent Sw Harry 

Wildair—:9— What the Devil's this? Sent Sir 
? Wh, Harry Wildair o court y Confin ! He read to 


me quite a different thing. — He's a Gentleman of 
1ghte great Parts and Fortune He's a Son of a Whore 
d fc and a Raſcal And wound make your Daughter 
de de very happy (Whiſtles) in a Hufeand. (Leeks feilifhy 
and hums a Song.) Oh, poor Sir Harry, what 
have the angry Stars defign'd ? 


wee Ang. Now, Sir, I hope you need no Inftigation to 

a _ our Wrongs, ſince even the Injury points the 

entin ay. 

ne Darl. Think, Sir, that our Blood for many Gene- 

on Mlntions, has run in the pureft Channel of unſully'd 
Honour. 

duſie ald. Ay, Madam. F Pos 10 her, 

ne. Ang. Conſider what a tender Flower is Woman's Re- 

Gon eetation, which the leaſt Air of foul Detraction blaſts. 

nd infl 774. Yes, Madam. . [Bows to 1 othy. 

Darl. Call then to mind your rude and ſcandalous 

ny 7 behaviour. | ; 

on Vid. Right, Madam. [ Bows again, 


Ang. Remember the baſe Price you offtr'd me Exit. 
Nild. Very true, Madam; was ever Man fo catechiz'd? 
Darl. Then think that Yizard, Villain. Vizard, caus'd 
| this, yet lives: That's all; farewel. 

Wilt. Stay, Madam, (To Darling) one Word; is 
* no other Way to redreſs your Wrongs, but by 
bohting ? 

Darl. Only one, Sir, which if you can think of, you 
ay do; you know the Buſineſs I entertain'd you for. 


Wild. 
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Wild. I underſtand you, Madam. [Exit Darling, Jug. 
Here am I brought to a very pretty Dilemma, I nu” * ch 
commit Murder, or commit Matrimony; which is be Clin. 
now? A Licenſe from | Doors Commons, or a Sentenc ad run | 


from the O/d Bailey ? If I kill my Man, the Law han Maſqu 
me: If I marry my Woman, I ſhall hang myſelf, Suag. 
But, Damn it, —Cowards dare fight; Il marry, that rd! N 
the moſt daring Action of the two : So my dear Couſ Jeſs it 
Angelica, have at you. —_ | 
cious F. 

SCENE Neugate. Clincher ſenior ſolus. onth: 
Clin. How ſevere and melancholy are Newgate Re Ar 
flections! Laſt Week my Father lied ; da, turn“ Fu 
Beau; To-day I am laid by the Heels, and To-morro Clin 80 
ſhall be hung by the Neck—l was agreeing with rr is.; 
Bookſeller about printing an Account of my Journe t * 
through France and Jaly; but now the Hiſtory of n mal 
Travels muſt be thro* Holbourn to Tyburn.—T he laſt an 3 
_ aying Speech of Beau Clincher, that was going to the )u T ors 
bilee— Come a Half-penny a- piece. A ſai ſound, a a "rd 
ſound, faith! 'Tis one way to have a Man's Deatl 3 
make a great Noiſe in the World. * 
Enter Smuggler and Gaoler. Clin, E 
Smug. Well, Friend, I have told you who Lam: 8 ly Gract 
ſend theſe Letters into Thames Street, as directed; they'd | iw 
are to Gentlemen that will bail me. [Exit Gaoler ] EU in r 
this Newgate is a very populous Place: Here's Roby, it is 

bery and Repentance in every Corner. — Well, Friend 

what are you? a Cut-throat or a Bum Bailiff ? A Rep 
Clinch. What are you, Miſtreſs ? a Bawd or a Witch Hege. 
Heark e, if you are a Witch, d'ye ſee, I'll give you Wne—d 
hundred Pounds to mount me on a Broom-ſtaff, and shi L. Si 
me away to the Jubilee. | Clin, \ 
Smug, The Jubilee“ O, you young Rake-hell, wha £rr. A 
brought you here ? | du are, 
Clin, Ah, you old Rogue, what brought you here, i Liber 
you go to that ? o Cour 
 Smag. I knew, Sir, what your powdering, your prinkW Cn. 
ing, your dancing, and your friſking, would come to. {Wiaths : 
le. And I kun what yuur CUaiuluyy yuur Extortion Err, N 
and your Smuggling wou'd come to. caſe yo 


Snug 
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mug. Ay, Sir, you mult break your Indentures, and 
in to the Devil in a full bottom Wig, muſt you ? 

Clin. Ay, Sir, and you muſt put off your Gravity, 
id run to the Devil in Petticoats :—You deſign to ſw ing 
Maſquerade, Maſter, d'ye ? 

dung. Ay, you mult go to the Plays too, Sirrah : Lord, 
rd! What Buſineſs has a Prentice at a Play-houſe, 
neſs it be to hear his Mafter made a Cuckold, and his 
litreſs a Whore? It is ten to one now, but ſome ma- 
ious Poet has my Character upon the Stage within this 
lonth : *Tis a hard matter now, that an honeſt ſober 
an can't ſin in private for this plaguy Stage. I gave an 


ling. 
mul 
$ be 
ntenc 
han 
(elf, 
that 
-oul, 


> Re eſt Gentleman five Guineas myſelf towards writing a 
turn ok againſt it: And it has done no good, we ee. 

oro c. Well, well, Maſter, take Courage! our Com- 
ich Wt is, we have liv'd together, and hall die together, 


diy with this difference, that I have liv'd like a Fool, 
id ſhall die like a Knave; and you have liv'd like a 


ae, and ſhall die like a Fool. 

be of eng. No, Sirrah! I have ſent a Meſſenger for my 

* oaths, and ſhall get out immediately, and ſhall be 
Call 


don your Jury by and by.— Go to Prayers, you Rogue, 
Prayers. Exit. Smug. 
Cla. Prayers! it is a hard taking when a Man muſt 


+ $0; Grace to the Gallows. —Ah, this curſed Intriguing ! 
the | ſwung handſomely in a filken Garter now, I had 
] Eb{rd in my Duty; but to hang in Hemp, like the Vul- 

Rob r, it is very ungenteel. 


Enter Jom Errand. 

A Reprieve! a Reprieve! thou dear, dear=damn'd 
ogue. Where have you been? Thou art the moſt wel- 
bme—Son of a Whore; where's my Cloaths ? 

Err, Sir, I ſee where mine are: Come, Sir, ſtrip, Sir, ſtrip, 
Clin, What, Sir, will you abuſe a Gentleman ? 

Err. A Gentleman! Ha, ha, ha! d'ye know where 
du are, Sir? We're all Gentlemen here.——-I ſtand up 
Ir Liberty and Property. NMezugate's a Commonwealth, 
0 Courtier has Buſineſs among us; come, Sir. 

Clin, Well, but ſtay, ſtay, till I ſend for my own 
baths : I ſhall get out preſently. 

Err, No, no, Sir! I'll ha' you into the Dungeon, and 


caſe you, Cl; 
ils 
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Clin. Sir, you can't maſter me; for I'm twenty thou. 
ſand ftrong. Exe unt frugglins 


SCENE, Changes is Lady Darling's Houſe. 
Enter Wildair with Letters, Servants following. 


Wild. Here, fly all around, and bear theſe as di 
rected ; yon to Weftmin/ter,—you to St. James's, and yo 


into the City.— Tell all my Friends, a Bridegroom' 


Joy invites their Preſence. Look all of ye like Bride 
grooms alſo: All appear with hoſpitable Looks, an 
bear a Welcome in your Faces. — Tell 'em I'm marry 
If any aſk to whom, make no Reply; but tell 'em tha 


I'm marry*d, that Joy ſhall crown the Day, and Low 


the Night. Be gone, fly. | 
| Enter Standard, 


A thouſand Welcomes, Friend; my Pleaſure's no: 

complete, ſince I can ſhare it with my Friend: Bris 
oy ſhall bound from me to you; then back again 

and, hke the Sun, grow warmer by Reflection. 

Stand. You're always pleaſant, Sir Herry; but thi 
tranicends yourſelf: Whence proceeds 1t ? 

Mild. Cank thou not gueſs, my Friend? Whence flow 
all Earthly Joy? What is the Life of Man, and Soul. 
Pleaſure : Aan — What fires the Heart with Tran 
ſport, and the Soul with Raptures ? Lowely Homan 
What is the Mafter-it:ioke and Smile of the Creation 
but charming virtuous Woman — When Nature in the ge 
neral Compoſition, firſt brought Woman forth, like: 
fluſh'd Poet, raviſh'd with his Fancy, with Ecſtaſy 1 
ble the fair Produttion —Methiaks, my Friend, yo! 
reliſh not my Joy. What is the Cauſe ? 

Staud. Cank thou not gueis, — What is the Bane of Man 
and Scourge of Life, but HWeman? - What is the heatheni! 
Idol Man ſets up, and is damn'd for worſhipping 
Treacherous Woman. — What are thoſe, whoſe Eyes, lis 
Bafiliſks, ſhine beautiful for {ure Deſtruction, who! 
Smiles are dapgerous as the Grin of Fiends, but /@//, d 
Juding Woman*— Woman | whoſe Compoſition inverts HY 
manity z their Bodies hcavenly ; but their Souls are Cla 

71d. Come, come. Colonel, this is too much: 
know your Wrongs receiv'd from Larearell may excul 
yo 
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wur Reſentments againſt ker. But it is unpardonable to 
o aarge the Failings of a fingle Woman upon the whole 
.I hive found one, whole Virtues —— 
tand. So have I, Sir Harry; I have found one whoſe 
Pile's above yielding to a Prince. And if Lying, Diſ- 
kmbling, Perjury and Falſhood, be no Yreaches in a 
; Cloman's Honour, ſhe's as innocent as Infancy, 
I ye Vid. Well, Colonel, I find your Opinion grows 
om'WMf-onger by Oppoſition ; I ſhall now therefore wave the 
riceWroument, and only beg you for this Day to make a 
an brew of Complaiſance at leaſt.— Here comes my charm- 
ry Bride, 
Euter Darling and Angelica, 
and. [ Saluting Angelica.] I with you, Madam, all 
lic Joys of Love and Fortune. 
Enter Clincher junior. 
. Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm juſt upon the Spur, 
Driind have only a Minute to take my Leave. 
gem 77/7, Whither are you bound, Sir ? 
Hl Clin. Bound, Sir! l'm going to the Jubilee, Sir. 

t Wl 5¼ Bleſs me, Couſin! how came you by theſe 
Cloaths ? | 
Ci. Cloaths ! ha, ba, ha! the rareft Jeſt! Ha, ha, ha! 


nos 


Hon 


Ou! « | ſhall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, I ſhall burſt! 
Iran Darl. What's the matter, Couſin ? 
man 


Clin, The Matter! Ha, ha, ha! Why, an honeſt Por- 


_ tr, ha, ha, ha! has knock'd out my Brother's Brains, ha, 
ne 2, ha! ; 

like . A very good Jeſt, i'faith, ha, ha, ba! 

taly Cn. Ay, Sir, but the Jeſt of all is, he knock'd out 


d, J brains with a Hammer, and ſo he is as dead as a Door- 


al, ha, ha, ha! 

Darl. And do you laugh, Wretch ? 

Cin. Laugh! ha, ha, ha! let me ſee eber a younger 
Vother in Euglond that won't laugh at ſuch a ſeſt. 

Aug. You eppear'd a very ſober pious Gentleman ſome 


f Man 
theni! 
PPing 


8, Its 


| who! hours ago. 
H., bmaw, I was a Fool then: But now, Madam, 


rts Hehga a Witz I can rake now. - As for your Part, Madam, 


e * du might have had me opce!—But now, Madam, if you 
uc - ould fall to eating Chalk, or gnawing the Sheets, it is 
122 4 


none 


yo 
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none of my Fault.— Now, Madam—I have got an Eſtate, 


and I muſt go to the Jubilee. 
Enter Clincher ſenior in a Blanket. 


Clin, ſen. Muſt you ſo, Rogue, muſt ye? You will ge 
to the Jubilee, will you? 

Clin. jun. A Ghoſt, a Ghoſt !—-Send for the Dean and 
Chapter preſently. 

Clin. jen. A Ghoſt ! No, no, Sirrah, I'm an elder Bro- 
ther, Rogue. 

Clin. jun. I don't care a Farthing for that; I'm ſure 
you're dead in Law. 

Clin. ſen. Why ſo, Sirrah ; why ſo ? 

Clin. jun. Becauſe, Sir, I can get a Fellow to ſwear he 
knock'd out your Brains. 

Wild. An odd Way of ſwearing a Man out of his Life! 
Clin. jun. Smell him, Gentlemen, he has a deadly Scent 

about him. | 

Clin. ſen. Truly the Apprehenſions of Death may han 
made me favour a little=O Lord,--the Colonel! Th: 
Apprehenſion of him may make the Savour worſe, I's 
afraid. 

Clin. jun. In ſhort, Sir, were you a Ghoſt, or Brother, ot 
Devil, I will go to the Jubilee, by Jupiter Ammon. 

Stand. Go to the Jubilee, go the Bear-Garden, — th 
Travel of ſuch Fools as you doubly injures our Country 
you expoſe our Native Follies, which ridicule us amony 
Strangers, and return fraught only with their Vice: 
which you vend here for faſhionable Gallantry ; a travel 
ling Fool is as dangerous as a home-bred Villain—Gt 
you to your native Plough and Cart, converſe with An: 
mals like yourſelves, Sheep and Oxen ; Men are Cre: 
tures you don't underſtand. 

Wild. Let em alone, Colonel, their Folly will be non 
diverting. Come, Gentlemen, we'll diſpute this Poin 
ſome other time; I hear ſome Fiddles tuning, let's he 
how they can entertain us. | 

A Servant enters and whiſpers Wildair. 


Wild. Madam, ſhall I beg you to entertain the Com 

pany in the next Room for a Moment: [Ze Darling 
Darl. With all my Heart—-Come, Gentlemen. 

| | [Exeunt omnes but Wild _ 
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Vila. A Lady to enquire for me! Who can this be? 


Enter Lurewell. 

O! Madam, this Favour is beyond my Expectation, 
to come uninvited to dance at my Wedding What d'ye 
gaze at, Madam? 

Lure. A monſter—if thou'rt marry'd, theufrt the moſt 
perjur'd Wretch that e'er avouch'd Deecit. 

Wild. Hey dey i Why, Madam, I'm ſure I never fwore 
o marry you: I made indeed a flight Promiſe, upon 
Condition of your granting me a ſmall Favour, but you 
would not conſent you know. 

Lure. How he upbraids+me with my Shame. Can you 
deny your binding Vows when this appears a Witneſe 
**ainſt your Falſhood. | Shzwvs A Ring.] Metbioks the 
Motto of this facred Pledge ſhou'd "flaſh Confuſion in 
your guilty Face — Read, read here the binding! Words of 
Love and Honour, Words not unknown to your perfidious 
Tongue, —tho' utter Strangers to-your treacherous Heart, 

Wild. The Woman's ſtark ftaring mad, that's certain. 

Lure, Was it maliciouſly deſign'd to let me find my 
Miſery when paſt Redreſs; to let me know you, only to 
know you falſe ?—Had not curſed Chance ſhew'd me the 
furprizing Motto,-I had been happy — The firſt Knowledge 
bad of you was fatal to me, and this ſecond worſe. 

Wild. What the Devil is all this Madam, I'm not at 
leiſure for Raillery at preſent, J have weighty Affairs 
upon my Hands; the Buſineſs of Pleaſure, Madam:; any 
other time | {Gowg, 

Lure, Stay, TI codjure you ſtay. | 

Wild. Faith I can't, my Bride expects me; but hark'e, 
when the Honey-Moon is over, about a Month or two 
tence, I may do you a ſmall Favour. Exit. 

Lure. Grant me ſome wild Expreſſions, Heavens, or 
[ ſhall burſt Woman's Weakneſs, Man's Falſhood, my 
wn Shame, and Love's Diſdain, at once ſwell up my 
reaſt Words, Words, or I (tall burſt. [ Going, 

| Enter Standard. 
Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not ſhun my Sight; for 
if you are perfect Woman, you have Confidence to outface 
Crime, and bear che Charge of Guilt without a Bluſh. 

Lure. The Charge of Guilt! What? Making a Fool of 
you ? I've don't, and glory in the Act; the Height of 
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Female Juſtice were to make you all hang or drown ; if. 
ſembling to the prejudice of Men is Virtue; and every Look, 
or Sign, or Smile, or Tear that can deceive, is meritorious, 

Stand. Very pretty Principles truly—if there be Truth 
in Woman, *tis now in thee Come, Madam, you knoy 
that you're diſcovered, and being ſenſible you can't eſ- 
Cape, you wou'd now turn to Bay. 

That Ring, Madam, proclaims you guilty. 

Lure, O Monſter, Villain, perfidious Villain ! Has he 
told yon? | 

Stand. I'll tell it you, and loudly too. 

Lure. O name it not—yet, ſpeak it out, *tis ſo juſt e 
Puniſhment for putting Faith in Man, that I will bear it 
all; and let credulous Maids, that truſt their Honour to 
the Tongues of Men, thus hear their Shame proclaim'd — 
Speak now, what his buſy Scandal, and your improving 
Malice both dare utter. | | 

Stand. Your Falſhood can't be reach'd by Malice nor 
by Satire; your Actions are the juſteſt Libel on your 
Fame—your Words, your Looks, your Tears, I did be 
lieve in ſpite of common Fame. Nay, *gainſt mine ow: 
Eyes, I ſtill maintain'd your Truth. I imagin'd i. 
dair's boaſting of your Favours to be the pure Reſult 0 
his own Vanity: At laſt he urg'd your taking Preſent 
of him, as a convincing Proof of which you yeſterday 
from him receiv'd that Ring, which Ring, that I mig 
be ſure he gave it, I lent it him for that Purpoſe ! 

-Lure. Ha! You lent it him for that Purpole ! 

Stand. Ves, yes, Madam, I lent it him for that Purpoſe 
no denying it— I know it well, for I have worn il 
long, and deſire you now, Madam, to-reſtore it to the 
Juſt Owner. 

Lure, The juſt Owner! Think, Sir, think but ol 
what Importance *tis to own it; if you have Love and 
Honour in your Soul, *tis then moſt juſtly yours; 1 
not, you are a Robber, and have ſtol'n it baſely. 

Stand. Ha !—your Words, like meeting Flints, hav! 
ſtruck a Light to ſhew me ſomething ſtrange——but te! 
me inftantly, is not your real Name Manly! 

Lure. Anſwer me firſt ; did not you receive this Rir 
about twelve Years ago? 

Stand. I did. 

— Lu 


Tur 
two N 
Ha 
The b 
I kno 
happy 
Ur 
But w. 
ſake n 
Stan 
now: 
nour, 
to the 
Father, 
Travel 
came n 
Lure, 
or othe; 
Stan 


found ) 
could : 
Flander 
fortuna 
ported 

tho? 1 n 
Madam, 
vas eng 


Lure. 


nd to r 
Founds 
iy you 
ag'd m. 
ble Per 
ay with 


Hand. 


nore, 
lan here 


4 


Oh! $ 
te Story 
nat Won 
n made 


The Conſtant Couple. 267 


a- TZare. And were not you 'about that time entertain'd 
do, two Nights at the Houſe of Sir Oliver Manly in Oxford/hire? 
* Stand. t was, I was; [Raus to her and embraces her.] 
ruth 


The bleſt Remembrance fires my Soul with Tranſport 
zou know the reſt——yow are the charming She, and I the 
"te-Mippy Man, 
Lure, How has blind Fortune ſtumbled on the right ! 
But where have you wander'd ſince ?—"twas cruel to for- 
as eW (ike me. 

Stand. The Particulars of my Fortune are too tedious 
now: But to diſcharge myſelf from the Stain of Ditho- 
uſt e rour, 1 muſt tell you, that immediately upon my Return 
car ue the Univerfity, my elder Brother and I quarrell'd : My 
ur te father, to prevent farther Miſchief, poſts me away to 
d -—MTravel: I writ to you from London, but fear the Letter 
VN Wcame not to your Hands. 

Lure. I never had the leaſt Account of you by Letter 
e 10 otherwiſe. 


YOU S/ and. Three Years I liv'd abroad, and at my return, 
id be. bund you were gone out of the Kingdom, tho' none 
e 0 could tell me whither: Miſſing you thus, I went to 
| Wi Wander; ſerv'd my King till the Peace commenced ; then 
ung fortunately going on Board at Amſterdam, one Ship tranſ- 


ported us both to England. At the firſt Sight I lov'd, 
tho" ignorant of the hidden Cauſe—You may remember, 
Madam, that talking once of Marriage, I told you I 
vas engaged.; to your dear ſelf I meant. 

Lure. Then Men are ſtill moſt generous and brave 
nd to reward your Truth, an Eſtate of Three Thouſand 
Founds a Year waits your Acceptance; and if I can ſa- 
sfy you in my paſt Conduct, and the Reaſons that en- 
2'd me to deceive all Men, I ſhall expect the honour- 
ble Performance of your Promiſe, and that you will 
ay with me in England. | 
Stand. Stay! nor Fame, nor Glory, er ſhall part us 
nore. My Honour can be nowhere more concerned 
lan here. 

Enter Wildair, Angelica, Bb Clinchers. 

Oh! Sir Harry, Fortune has acted Miracles to Day; 
de Story's ſtrange and tedious, but all amounts to this, 
dat Woman's Mind is charming as her Perſon, and I 
n made a Convert too to Beauty, | 
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Wild. I wanted only this to make my Pleaſure perſeq, 
And now, Madam, we may dance and fing, and loye 
and kiſs in good Earneſt, | 

Dance here. After the Dance, enter Smuggler. 
- 'Smag. So, Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm glad to find 
ou ſo merry; is my.gracious Nephew among ye? 

Mild. Sir, he dares not ſhew his Face among ſuch ho. 
nourable Company, for your gracious Nephew is 

Smug. What, Sir? Have a care what you ſay, 

Mild. A Villain, Sir. 

Smug. With all my Heart—P'Il pardon you the beating 
me for that very Word. And pray, Sir Harry, when 
you ſee him next, tell him this News from me, that! 
have diſinherited him, that I will leave him as poor as a 
diſbanded Quarter-maſter. And this is the poſitive and ſtif 
Reſolution of Threeſcore and Ten; an Age that ſticks as 
obſtinately to its Purpoſe, as to the old Faſhion of its 
Cloak. 

Wild. You ſee, Madam, [To Angel.] how indultriouly 
Fortune has puniſh'd his Offence to you, 

Angel. I can ſcarcely, Sir, reckon it an Offence, con- 
fidering the happy Conſequence of it. 

Smug. O! Sir Harry, he is as hypocritical —— 

Lure. As yourſelf, Mr. Alderman, How fares my 
good old Nurſe, pray Sir-? | 

Smug. O Madam, I ſhall be even with you before I pant 
with your Writings and Money, that I have in my Hands, 

Stand, A Word with you, Mr. Alderman; do you 
know this Pocket-Book ? 

Smug. O Lord, it contains an Account of all my ſecret 
Practices in Trading. {[4/a#.] How came you by it, Sir! 

Stand. Sir Harry here duſted it out of your Pocket, t 
this Lady's Houſe Yeſterday ; It contains an Account 0 
ſome ſecret Practices in your Merchandizing ; among tit 
reſt, the Counterpart of an Agreement with a Correſpon- 
dent at Bourdeaux, about tranſporting French Wine 11 
Spaniſh Caſks—Firſt return this Lady all her Writings, 
then I ſhall confider whether I ſhall lay your Proceedings 
before the Parliament or not, whoſe Juſtice will nere 
ſuffer your Smuggling to go unpunith'd. 

Smug, O my poor Ship and Cargo! 

Ciin. jen. Hark'e, Maſter, you had as good come along 
with me to the Jubilee now. 
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Angel, Come, Mr, Alderman, for once let a Woman 
aiviſes Wou'd you be thought an honeſt Man, baniſh 
Covetouſneſs, that worſt Gout of Age: Avarice is a pocr 
pilfering Quality of the Soul, and will as certainly cheat, 
is a Thief wou'd ſteal— Wou'd you be thought a Re- 
former of the Times, be leſs ſevere in your Cenſures, leſs 
321d in your Precepts, and more ſtrict in your Example. 

Mila. Right, Madam, Virtue flows freer from Imita- 
ton, than Compulfion ; of which, Colonel, your Con- 
rerjation and mine are juſt Examples. 


Ia vain are muſty Moral. taug ht in Schools, 

By rigid Teathers, and as rigid Rules, 

I here Virtue «ith a frowning Aſpect flands, 
And frights the Pupil from its rough Command%, 
But Woman - 
Charming # oman-can ttue Conwerts mate, 

Is love the Prevepts fer the Teacher's Sake, 
Virtue in them appears Jo brizht, Jo gay, 

We hear with Tranſport, and ait Pride obey, 


The End of the Fiſth AQ, 
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N OW all depart each his reſpectiue Way, 

Te ſpend an Evening Chat upon the Play; 
Same to Hippolito's ; one homeward goes, 
And one with lowing ſhe retires to th Roſe. 
The am'rous Pair in all Things frank and free, 
Perhajs may ſave the Play in Number Three. 
The tearing Spark, if Phyllis ought gain/ays, - 


Breaks th Drawer's Head, kicks her, and murder: Bays. 


To Coffee /ome retreat to ſave their Pockets, 

Others, mere generous, damn the Play at Locket's ;_ 
But there, I hope, the Author's Fears are wvaing 
Malice nc er ſpoke in generous Champaign. - 

That Poet merits an ignoble Death, | 

IP ho fears to fall over a brave Monteth, 

The Privilege of Wine wwe only aſk, 

You'll tafte again, before you damn the Flaſt. 

Our Author fears not yon; but thoſe he may, 

Who in cold Blood murder a Man in Tea. 

Thoſe Men of Spleen, who fond the World ſhould knows its: 
Sit down, and for their TWo-pence damn a Poet. 
Their Criticiſm's good, that we can ſay for't, 

T hey underfland a Play —109 well to pay fort, 
Frem Rox to Stage, from Stage to Box they run, 
Firft fleal the Play, then damn it when they ve done. 
But now, to know what Fate may us betide, 

Among our Friends in Cornhill and Cheapſide. 
But thaje I think, have but one Rule for Plays; 

T bey'll fay they're gaad, if fo the World but ſays. 

If it ſhould pleaſe them, and their Spouſes know it, 

T bey flrait enquire what Kixd of Man's the Poet. 
But from Side-box wwe dread a fearful Doom. 

- Mi! the gaad- natur d Beaux are gone to Rome. 
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The Ladies Cenſure 1'd almoſt forgot, 

Then for a Line or two engage their Vote: 

But that Way's odd, below our Author's Aim, 

No leſs than his whole Play is Compliment to them. 
E. For their Sakes then the Play can't miſs ſucceeding, 
5% Critics may want Wit, they hawe good Breeding 3 
They won't, I'm ſare, forfeit the Ladies Graces, 

By ſhewing their Ill-nature to their Faces; 

Uur Buſineſs with good Manners may be done, 

Flatter us here, and damp us when you're gout 
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PROLOGUE 


UR Authors have, in moſt their late Eſſays, 
Prologu'd their own, by damning other Plays; 
Made great Harangues to teach you what was fit 
To paſs for Humour, and go down for Wit. 
Athenian Rules muſt form an Engliſh Piece, 
And Drury-Lane comply with ancient Greece. 
Exactneſs only, ſuch as Terence wrt, 
Muft pleaſe our maſqu'd Lucretias in the Pit. 
Our youthful Author fears he cares not a Pin 
For Voſſius, Scaliger, Hedelin, or Rapan : 
He leaves to learned Pens ſuch labour d Lays, 
You are the Rules by which he aurites his Plays. 
From muſty Books let others take their View, 
He hates dull Reading, but he ſtudies You. 
Firft, from you Beaux, his Leſſon is Formality 3 
And in your Footmen there — moſt nice Morality 3 + 
To pleaſure them his Pegaſus muſt fly, 
Becauſe they judge, and lodge, three Stories high. 
From the Frent- Boxes he has pick'd his Stile, 
And learns, without a Bluſh, to make em Smile; 
A Lefjon only taught us by the Fair; 
A waggiſh Action — but a modeſt. Air, 
Among his Friends here in the Pit, he reads 
Some Rules that every modiſh Writer needs. 
He learns from ev'ry Covent-Garden Critic's Face, 
The modern Forms of Action, Time, and Place, 
The Action he's aſham'd to name, = dye fee, 
The Time i Seven, the Place is Number Three. 
The Maſques he only reads by paſſant Looks, 
He dares not venture fur into their Books. 
Thus then the Pit and Boxes are his Schools, 
Your Air, your Humour, his Dramatic Rules. 
Let Critics cenſure then, aud hiſs like Snakes, 
He gains his Ends, if his light Fancy takes 
N. James's Beaux, and Covent-Garden Rates. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ, 


Sir Harry Wildair, - - Mr. Vit. 

Col, Standard, Mr. Milk. 
Fireball, a Sea Captain, - Mr. Johnſon. 
Monſ. Marquis, a ſharping Refugee, Mr. Cibber. 
Beau Banter, — 132 Ragers, 
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Politician, - 
Dicky, Servant to Fildair, Mr. Norris. 
Shari, Servant to Fireball, - Mr. Fairbank. 


Ghoſt, — — — - Mrs. Rogers. 

Lord Bellamy, - - - Mr. S:mp/on. 
WOMEN. 

Lady Lurewell, = - - Mrs. Verbruggen. 

Angelica, - - - Mrs, Rogers. 

Parly, - - - - Mrs. Lucas. 


Servants and Attendants. 


SCENE, st. JAME Ss, 


THE 


ALIKE 


| 


x 


FG &&) BL 2 N Ke | 

"1 * — a" 

7 , % N | SIG *** : > | 4 i 
22 


* 
© 
- 
”7F 


92 wi 2 == ELLER»: 
2 Ga (Oz AQ \ * LF” 


T HRE 
SECOND PART 
OF THE. 


CONSTANT COUPLE: 
OR, A 
Trip to the Jubilee. 
77. 
ACT R 
SCE N E, The Park: 


Enter Standard and Fireball meeting. 


AH! Brother Fireball! Welcome aſhore, What! 
H Heart whole ; Limbs firm, and Frigate ſafe ? 
Fire. All, all, as my Fortune and Friends 
cou'd wiſh. 

Stand. And what News from the Baltic ? 

Fire. Why, yonder are three or four young Boys 1'th? 
North that have got Globes and Sceptres to play with : 
They fell to Loggerheads about their Playthings ; the 
Erpliſh came in like Robin Good-Fellow,. cry'd Bob, and: 
made em quiet, 


E Stand. 


278 Sir Harry Wildair; being- 

Stand. In the next Place then, 
my Succeſs: You have heard, I ſuppoſe, that I've mar. 
ry'd a fine Lady with a great Fortune. 

Fire. Ay, ay, twas my firſt News upon my Landing, 
that Colonel Sanaard had marry'd the fine Lady Lurewel/ 
-A fine Lady indeed! A very fine Lady !—But Faith, 
Brother, I had rather turn Skipper to an Indian Can, 
than manage the Veſſel you're Maſter of. 

Stand. Why ſo, Sir ? | 

Fire, Becauſe ſhe'll run adrift with every Wind that 
blows : She's all Sail and no Ballaſt—Shall I tell you the 
Character I have heard of a fine Lady? A fine Lady can 
laugh at the Death of her Huſband, and cry for the Loſs 
of her Lap-Dog. A-fine Lady is angry without a Cauſe, 
and pleas'd without a Neaſon. A fine Lady has the Va. 

ours all the Morning, and the-Cholic all the Afternoon, 

he Pride of a fine Lady 1s above the Merit of an under- 
ſtanding Head; yet her Vanity will ſtoop to the Adora- 
tion of a Peruke. And in fine, a fine Lady goes to 
Church for Faſhion's Sake, and to the Baſſet-'Table with 
Devotion; and her Paſſion for Gaming exceeds her Va- 
nity of being thought virtuous, or the Defire of acting 
the contrary, — We Seamen ſpeak plain, Brother, 

Stand. You Seamen are like your Element, always tem- 
peſtuous, too ruffling to handle a fine Lady. 

Fire. Say you ſo? Why then give me thy Hand, ho- 
neſt Frank, and let the World talk on and be damn'd. 

Stand. The World talk, ſay you? What does the World 
talk ? 

Fire. Nothing, nothing at all- They only ſay what's 
uſual upon ſuch Occaſions: That your Wife's the greateſ 
Cogquet about the Court, and your Worſhip the greateſt 
Cuckold about the City: That's all. 

Stand. How, how, Sir? 

Fire. That ſhe's a Coquet, and you a Cuckold. 

Stand. She's an Angel in herſelf, and a Paradiſe to me. 

Fire. She's an Eve in herſelf, and a Devil to you. 

Stand. She's all Truth, and the World a Liar. 
Fire. Why then, I gad, Brother, it ſhall be ſo: Pl 
back again to White's, and whoever dares mutter Scandal 
of my Brother and Siſter, il daſh his Ratifia in's Face, 

i cali him a Liar. Geire. 
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Stand. Hold, hold, Sir. The World is too ſtrong for 
s. Were Scandal and Detraction to be thoroughly re- 
reng d, we muſt murder all the- Beaux, and poiſon half 
the Ladies: Thoſe:thay have nothing elſe to ſay, muſt. 
tell Stories; Fools over Burgundy, and Ladies over Tea, 
muſt have ſomething that's ſharp to reliſh their Liquor z.. 
Malice is the piguant Sauce of ſuch Converſation ;z an 
without it, their Entertainment wou'd prove mighty in- 
pid Now, Brother, why ſhould we pretend to quarrel 
with all Mankind ? 

Fire. Becauſe. all Mankind quarrel with us. 

Stand. The worſt Reaſon in the World. Wou'd you 
pretend: to devour a Lion, becauſe a Lion wou'd devour. 

ou ? 
F Fire. Yes, if I tou'd... 

Stand. Ay, that's right; if you-cou'd : But. ſince you 
have neither Teeth nor Paws for ſuch an Encounter, lie 
quietly down, and perhaps the furious Beaſt. may run 
over you. 

Fire. Sdeath, Sir! But I ſay, that whoever abuſes my 
Brother's Wife, the? at the Back of the King's Chair, 
he's a Villain. 

Stand. No, no, Brother, that's a Contradiction; there's 
no ſuch Thing as Villainy at Court. Indeed, if the Prac- 
tice of Courts were found in a ſingle Perſon, he might be 
ſtil'd Villain with a Vengeance; but Number and Power 
authorizes every Thing, and turns the Villain upon their 
Accuſers, In ſhort, Sir, every Man's Morals, like his 
Religion now-a-days,. pleads Liberty of. Conſcience 
every Man's Conſcience is his Convenience, and we know 
no Convenience but Preferment—As for Inſtance, who + 
would be ſo complaiſant as to thank an Qfficer for his 
Courage, when that's the Condition of his Pay? And. 
who can be ſo ill-natur'd,. as to blame a Courtier for eſ- 
pouſing that which ts the very Tenure of his Livelihood? 

Fire, A very good Argument in a very damnable Cauſe ; + 
—But, Sir, my Bus'neſs:1s not with the Court, but with 
you ; I defire you, Sir, to open your Eyes; at leaſt, be 
pleas'd to lend an Ear to what I heard juſt now at the 
Checolate- Houſe, 

Stand. Brother 

Fire. Well, Sir. 


Stand. 


280 Sir Harry Wildair ; being 

Stand. Did the Scandal pleaſe you when you heard it? 

Fire. No. | 

Stand. Then why ſhou'd you think it ſhou'd pleaſe me? 
Be not more uncharitable to your Friends than to. your- 
ſelf, ſweet Sir: If it made you uneafy, there's no queſtion 
but it will torment me, who am fo much nearer concern'd. 

Fire. But wou'd you not be glad tok now your Enemies? 

Stand. Pſhaw ! If they abus'd me they are my Friends, 
my intimate Friends, my Table-Company, and Bottle- 
Companions, 

Fire. Why then, Brother, the Devil take all your Ac. 
quaintance. You were fo rally'd, ſo torn! there was a 
hundred Ranks of ſneering white-Teeth drawn upon your 
Misfortunes at once, which ſo mangled your Wife's Re. 
putation, that ſhe can never patch up her Honour wh.le 
the lives, | - 

Stand. And their Teeth were very white, you ſay? 

Fire. Very white; Blood, Sir, I ſay. they mangled 
your Wife's Reputation. 

Stand. And I ſay, that if they touch my Wife's Repu- 
tation with nothing but their Teeth, her Honour will be 
ſafe epough. | 

Fire. Then you won't hear it. | 

Stand. Not a-SyHable: Liſt'ning after Slander is lay- 
ing Nets for Serpents, which, when you have caught, 
will ſting you to Death: Let 'em ſpit their Venom among 
themſelves, and it hurts nobody, 

Fire, Lord! Lord How Cuckoldom and Contentment 

o together! Fie, fie, Sir! conſider you have been a Sol- 

ier, dignify'd by a noble Poſt ; diſtinguiſh'd by brave 
Actions, an Honour to your Nation, and a Terror to your 
Enemies,— Hell! that a Man who has ſtorm'd Namur 
- ſhou'd become the Jeſt of a Coffee-Table,—The whole 
Houſe was clearly taken up with the two important Quel- 
tions, whether the Colonel was a Cuckold? or Kid 3 
Pirate ? 

Stand. This I can't bear. [A/eat; 

Fire. Ay, (fays a ſneering Coxcomb)- the Colonel has 
made his Fortune with a Witneſs ; he has ſecur'd himſelf 
a good Eſtate in this Life, and a Reverſion in the World 
to come. Then (replies another) I preſume he's oblig'd 


to your Lordſhip's Bounty for the latter Part of the Set- 
tlement. 
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tlement, There are others (ſays a Third) that have play'd 
with my Lady Lureauell at Piquet, heſides my Lord; 
have capotted her myſelf two or three Times in an Event 
ing. 
Stand. O Matrimonial Patience, aſſiſt me! 
Fire. Matrimonial Patience! Matrimonial Peſtilence! 
Shake off theſe drowzy Chains that fetter your Reſent- 
ments. If your Wife has wrong'd ye, pack her off, and 
let her Perſon be as public as her CharaQer : If ſhe be 
honeſt, revenge her Quarrel.— I can ſtay no longer: 
This is my Hour of Attendance at the Nawy-Office ; Pl 
come and dine with you; in the mean. Time, Revenge! 
think on't. [ Exit Fireball. 
Stand. ¶ Solus.] How eaſy is it to give Advice, and how 
difficult to obfſerve-it ! Hyour Wife: has aurong d ye, pack- 
tir off Av, but how? The. Goſpel drives the Matri- 


nona! Nail, and the Law clinches it ſo very hard, that: 


o draw it again wou'd tear the Work to Pieces.— That 
her Intentions have wrong'd me here's a young Bawd can 
witneſs, 

Enter Parly, running acreſi the Stage. 

Here, here, Mrs, Parly, whither io faſt ? 

Par. Oh Lord! my Maſter !—Sir, I was running to- 
Madamoiſelle Frarbello, the French Milliner, for a. new- 
Burgundy for my- Lady's Head. 

Stand, No, Child, you're employ'd about an old 
alhion'd Garniture for your Maſter's Head, if I miſtake 
not your Errand, | | 

Par. Oh, Sir! there's the prettieſt-Faſhion lately come 
wer ! ſo airy, ſo French, and all that!—The Pinners 
ae double ruffled with twelve. Plaits of a Side, and open 
all from the Face; the Hair is frizzled all up round. the 

ead, and-ſtands as. ſtiff.as a Bodkin. Then the Favou- 


tes hang looſe upon the Temples with a languiſhing- 


Lock in the Middle, Then the Caule is extremely wide, 
and over all is a Cornet rais'd very-high, and all the Lap- 
pets behind —I muſt fetch it preſently.. 
Stand. Hold-a little, Child, I muſt talk with you. 
Par. Another Time, Sir, my Lady ſtays for it. 
Stand.. One Queſtion firſt: What Wages does my Wife 


we you 2- 


Par. 
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Par. Ten Pounds a Year, Sir, which God knows is lit- 
tle enough, conſidering how I ſlave from Place to Place 
n her Occaſions. But then, Sir, my Perquiſites are 
conſiderable ; I make above TWͤO Hundred Pounds a Year 
by her old Cloaths. | 

Stand. Two Hundred Pounds a Year of her old Cloaths! 
What then muſt her new ones coſt ?—But what do you get 
by viſiting Gallants, and Picquet ? 

Par. About a Hundred Pounds more. 

Stand. A Hundred Pounds more! Now who can expect 
to find a Lady's Woman honeſt, when ſhe gets ſo much 
by being a jade? — What Religion are you of, Mrs. Parly? 

Par. Religion, Sir! I can't tell. 

Stand. What was your Father ? 

Par. A Mountebank, 

Stand. Where was you born? 

Par. In Holland. 

Stand. Were you ever Chriſtex'd? 

Par. No. 

Stand. How came that? 

Par. My Parents were Azabaprifts ; they dy'd before [ 
was dipt ; I then forſook their Religion, and ha” got nee: 
a new one ſince. | 

Stand. I'm very ſorry, Madam, that I had not the Ho- 
nour to know the Worth of your Extraction ſooner, that 
Imight have paid you the Reſpect due to your Quality. 

Par. Sir, your humble Servant. | 

Stand. Have you any Principles? 

Par. Five Hundred. 

Strand. Have you loſt your Maidenhead ? [Se puts 
her Maſqne, and 'nods.];, Do you love Money ? 

Par. Yaw, Mijn Heer. | 

- Stand, Well, Mrs. Parly, now you have been ſo fr 
with me, I tell you what you muſt truſt to in Retum: 


Never to come near my Houſe again. 'Be gone, Mon- 


fter, fly,—Hell and Furies ' never Chriſten'd ! Her F 
ther a Mountebank ! | | 

Par. Lord, Sir, you need not be ſo furious. Nev 
Chriſten'd ! What then? I-may be a very good Chriſtia 
for all that, I ſuppoſe. Turn me off! Sir, a” ſhan 
Meddle with your Fellows; tis my Lady's Buſineſs * 
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Stand. Here's a young Whore for you now! A ſweet: 
Companion for my Wife! Where there's ſuch a helliſh 
Confident, there muſt be damnable. Secrets, —-Be gone, I | 
ſay.— My Wife ſhall turn you away. ai 

Par. Sir, ſhe won't turn me away, ſhe ſha'n't turn me | | 
away, nor ſhe can't turn me away. Sir, I ſay, ſhe dare 
not turn me away, 

Stand. Why, you Jade? Why! 

Par, Becauſe I'm the Miſtreſs,. not ſne. 

Stand. You the Miſtreſs ! | 

Par. Yes,.I know all her Secrets; and let her offer to 
turn me off if ſhe dares, . 

wor What Secrets do you know?- 

Par. Hymph !—Tell a Wife's Secrets to her Huſband !' 
Very pretty, faith.! Sure, Sir, you don't think me ſuch 
a Jew Tho 1 was never Chriſten'd, I have more Reli- 
gion than that comes to. 

Stand, Are you faithful to your Lady for Affection, or. 
ntereſt ? 

Par. Shall I tell you a Chriſtian Lie, or a Pagan Truth? 

Stand. Come, Truth for once. 

Par, Why then, Intereſt, Intereſt! I have a great Soul, 
vhich- nothing can gain but a great Bribe. 

Stand. Well, tho? thou art a Devil, thou art a very ho- 
neſt one - Give me thy Hand, Wench. Should not Inte- 
reſt-make you faithful to me, as much as to others? 

Par. Honeſt to you! Marry for what? you gave me 
indeed two pitiful Pieces the Day you were marry'd, but 
not a Stiver ſince. One Gallant gives me ten Guineas, 
another a Watch, another a Pair of Pendants, a fourth a 
Diamond Ring; and my noble Maſter gives me—his- 
Linen to mend.—Faugh !-—['! tell you a Secret, Sir: 
Kingineſs to Servants makes more Cuckolds, than 111» - 


Stand. And am I a Cuckold, Parly / “ 
Par. No, faith; not yet; tho' in a very fair Way of hay- - 
ing the Dignity conferr'd upon you very ſuddenly. . 
Stand. Come, Girl, you ſhall be my Penſioner; you 
hall have a glorious Revenue; forevery Guinea that you 
get for keeping a Secret, Þll give you two for reealing 
your Gallants in. Generoſity. Take their Money, 
Child, 
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Child, take all their Bribes: give em Hopes, make em Anh 
Aſſignations; ſerve your Lady faithfully, but tell all to me; 1 1 
By which means, ſhe will be kept chaſte, you will grow rich, h 
and I ſhall preſerve my Honour: : 5 
Par, But what Security ſhall 1- have for Performance cf 4 ka 
Antieles ? | ” 


our H 


Lowec! 


Stand. Ready Payment, Child. Bank 
Par. Then give me Earneſt, | Def 
Stand. Five Guineas. [Grving ber Morey, n+, 
Par, Are they right? No Gray, Inn Pieces among! Y | 
em — Al! right as my Leg— Now, Sir, Pl give yOu ail * 
Earneſt of my Service. Who d'ye think is come to Touͥ t et 
Stand. Wo? an 
Har. Your old Friend, Sir Harry Willair. on. 
Stand. Impoikble.! a 
Par. Yes, faith, and as gay as ever. a . 
Stand, And has he forgot his Wife fo ſoon ? 5 
Par. Why, ſhe has been dead now above a Vear— Fe 0 W 
appear d in the Ring laſt Night with ſuch Splendor and ty 


quipage, that he eclips'd the Beaux, dazzled tne Ladies; 4 
and made your Wife dream all Night of fix Flanders Mares, you 
—__ French Liveries, a Wig like a Cloak, and a Hat like , Jo 


uttlecock. — C 
Stand. What are a Woman's Promiſes and Oaths ?- —— 


Har. Wind, Wind, Sir. . - 
Stand. When I marry'd her, how heartily did ſhe con- Die 
demn her light preceding Conduct, and for the future vow'd 2 
herſelf a perfect Pattern of Conjugal Fidelity! D 
Far. She might as ſafely ſwear,. Sir, That this Day z; 4 
ſe*nnight, at Four o' Clock, the Wind will blow: fair for * } 1 
Flandert. Pis preſuming for any of us all to promiſe for * Jy 
our Inclinations a Whole Week. Beſides, Sir, my Lady has oy 


got the Knack of coquetting it; and when once a Woman 55 Dich 
has got that in her Head, ſhe will have a touch on't every Pollo ; 
where elſe. | | 2 

Stand. An Oracle, Child. Bot now-I-muſt make the bel: I D. 
of a bad Bargain; and ſince I have got you. on my Side, * F my 
have ſome. 8 by conſtant Diſappoiatment and “ "0 


Croſſes in her Deſigns, I may at laſt tire her into good Be. 7” ö 
ha viour. ; . 
Par. Well, Sir, the Condition of the Articles being dul) oy 


formed, I ſtand- to the Obligation; and will tell you 
performed, I ſtand-to the Obligation; Anke. Far. 
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farther, That by and by Sir Harry Wildair is to come to 


our Houſe to Cards, and that there is a Deſign laid to 
cheat him of his Money. | 
$:/and. What: Company will there be befides ? 

Par. Why, the old Set at-the Baſſet Table; my Lady 
Livecards, and the uſual Company: They have made up a 
Bank of fifteen Hundred Loris Or among em; the whole 
Deſign lies upon Sir Harry's Purſe, and the H rench Marquis, 
you hay conſtantly Taillis. 

Stand. Ay, the French Marquis; that's one of your Be- 
nefactors, Parly ;—the Perſecution of Befſet in Peri; furniſh'd 
us with that Refugee, but the Character of ſuch a Fellow 
eught not to reflect on thoſe who have been real Sufferers 
for their Religion. — But take no Notice. Be ſure only to 
inform me of all that. paſſes. There's more Earneſt for 
you : Be rich and faithful. [ Exit Standard. 

Par. [Solus.) I am now not only Woman to the Lady 
Lureauell, but Steward to her Huſband, in my double Ca- 
pacity of knowing ber Secrets, and commanding his Pur. 
A very pretty Office in a Family : For every Guinea that T 
get for. keeping a Secret, he'll give me two for revealing it. 
My Comings-in, at this Rate, will be worth a Maſter in 
Chancery's Place, and -many a poor Templer will be glad to 
marry me with half my Fortune. 

Enter Dicky, meeting her. 

Dick. Here's a Man much fitter for your Purpoſes, 

Par. Bleſs me! Mr. Dicky ! 

Dick, The very ſame in Longitude and Latitude! not a 
Bit diminiſh'd, nor a Hair's Breadth increas'd. Dear Mrs. 
Parly, give me a Buſs, for I'm almoſt ſlarv'd. 

Par. Why fo hungry, Mr. Dicky? 

Dick, Why I ha'n't taſted a Bit this Year and half, Wo- 
man, I have been wandring about all over the World, 
following my Maſter, and come home to dear London but 
two Days ago, Now the Devil take me, if I had not 
BONE kiſs an Eng/z4 Pair of. Pattins, than the-fineſt Lady in 

rance, 

Par. Then you're over-joy'd to ſee London again? 

Dick, Oh! 1 was juſt dead of a Conſumption, till the 
ſweet Smoke of Cheapfide, and the dear Perfume of Fleet- 
ailcb, made me a Man again. | 

Far. But how came you. to live with Sir Harry hy 

ict. 
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Dick. Why, ſeeing me a handſome perſonable Fellow, 
«and well qualify'd for a-Livery, he took a Fancy to my 
Figure, that was all. ; 

Par. And what's become of your old Maſter ? 

Dick. O! hang him, he was a Blockhead, and I turned 
him off; I turn'd him away. 

Par. And were not you very ſorry for the Loſs of your 

Miſtreſs, Sir Harry's Lady? They ſay, ſhe was a very good 
Woman. | | 
- Dick. Ohl the ſweeteſt Woman that ever the Sun ſhin'd 
upon. I cou'd almoſt weep when [ think of her, 

| {Wiging his Eyes, 

Par. How did ſhe die, pray? I could never hear how 
*twas. 

Dick. Give me a Buſs then, and I'll tell ye. | 

Par. You ſhall have your Wages when your Work's 
done. 

Dick, Well then Courage! Now for a doleful Tale 
You know that my Maſter took a Freak to go ſee that 
fooliſh Jubilee that made ſuch a Noiſe among us here; and 
no ſooner ſaid than done; away he went; he took his fine 
French Servants to wait on him, and left me, the poor Engl 
Puppy, to wait upon his Lady at home here.——Well, ſo 
Far ſo good—3ut ſcarce was my Maſter's Back turned, 
when my Lady fell to ſighing, and,pouting, and whining, 
and crying; and in ſhort fell ſick upon't. 

Par. Well, well, I know all this already ; and that ſhe 
pluck'd up her Spirits at laſt, and went to follow him. 

Dick. Very well : Follow him we did, far and far, and 
Farther than I can tell, till we came to a Place call'd Mont- 
pellier in France; a goodly Place truly, —But Sir Harry was 

one to Rome; there was our Labour loſt.———But, to be 
Mort, my poor Lady, with the Tireſomeneſs of Travelling, 
Fell fick—and dy'd, | 

Par. Poor Woman! 

Dick. Ay, but that was not all. Here comes the worſt of 
the Story.——Thoſe curſed barbatous Devils, the French, 
wou'd not let us bury her, 

Par. Not bury her ! 


Dick. No, ſhe was a Heretic Woman, and they wou'd 


not let her Corps be put in their Holy Ground.—Oh! 
Par. 


damn their holy Ground for me. 
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Par. Now had not I better be an honeſt Pagan, as I am, 
than ſuch a Chriſtian as one of theſe? — But how did you 
diſpoſe the Body ? 5 

Dick. Why, there was one charitable Gentlewoman that 
us'd to viſit my Lady in her. Sickneſs: She contriv'd the 
Matter fo, - that ſhe had her bury'd in her own private 


Chapel, This Lady and myſelf carried her out upon our 
own Shoulders, through a Back-door at the Hour of Mid- 
night, and laid her in a. Grave that I dug for her with my 
own Hands; and if we had been catch'd by the Prieſts, we 
had gone to the Gallows without the Benefit of Clergy. 

Par. Oh! the Devil take em. But what did they mean 
by a Heretic Woman ? 

Dick. I don't know; ſome Sort of Canibal, I believe, I 
know there are ſome Cauibal Woman here in England, that 
come to the Play-houſes in Maſques ; but let them have a 
care how they go to France. (For they are all Heretics, 
_ But I'm ſure my good Lady was none of 
theſe, 

Par. But how did Sir Harry bear the News: 

Dick. Why, you muſt know, that my Lady, after ſhe was 
bury'd, ſent me 

Par. How ! after ſhe was bury'd! 

Dick. Pſhaw! Why Lord, Miſtreſs, you know what I 
mean; [ went to Sir Harry all the Way to Rome; and 
where d'ye think I found him? 

Par. Where? 

Dick, Why, in the Middle of a Monaſtery among &a 
hundred and fifty Nuns, fplaying at Hot-cockles, He was 
{urpriz'd to ſee honeſt Dicky, you may be ſure. But when 
| told him the fad Story, he roar'd out a whole Volley of 
Ergliþ Oaths upon the Spot, and ſwore that he would ſet 
Fire on the Pope's Palace for the Injury done to his Wife. 
He then flew away to his Chamber, lock'd himſelf up for 
three Days; we thought to have found him dead; but in- 
ſtead of that, he call'd for his beſt Linen, fine Wig, gilt 
Coach; and laughing very heartily, ſwore again he wou'd 
be reveng'd, and bid them drive to the Nunnery; and he 
was revenged to ſome Purpoſe. | 

Par. How, how, dear Mr. Dicky ? 

Dick. Why, in a Matter of five Days he got ſix Nuns 
with Child, and left 'em to provide for their Heretic 

| Baſtards 
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'Baſtards—Ah Plague on 'em, they hate a dead Heretic, but 
they love a piping-hot warm Heretic with all their Hearts. — 
So away we came; and thus did he jog on, revenging 
himſelf at this Rate through all the Catholic Countries that 
we paſs'd, till we came home; and now, Mrs. Parly, I 
fancy he has ſome Deſigns of Revenge too upon your 
Lady. | 
Par. Who cou'd have thought that a Man of his light 
. airy Temper wou'd have been ſo revengeful ? 

Dick. Why, faith, I'm a little malicious too: Where' 
the Buſs you promis'd me, you Jade ? ; 
Par. Follow me, you Rogue. 

Dick, Allons. 


The End of the Firſt Ag. 
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[ Runs of, 
| Follows, 


Enter two Chamber. mai di. 


RE all Things ſet in Order? The Tollet 
fix d, the Bottles and Combs put in Form, 
and the Chocolate ready? 

24 Cham. "Tis no great matter whether they be right or 
not; for right of wrong we ſhall be ſure of our Lecture; 
wiſh for my Part that my Time were out. 

1// Cham. Nay, ttis a Hundred to one but we may run 
away before our Time be half expir'd ; and ſhe's worſe this 
Morning than ever.— Here ſhe comes, 


Enter Lurewell. 


Lure, Ay, there's a Couple -of you indeed! But how, 
how in the Name of Negligence cou'd you two contrive to 
make a Bed as mine was laſt Night; a Wrinkle on one Side, 
and a Rumple on Yother; the Pillows -awry, and the Quil 
aſcew.— I did nothing but tumble about, and fence with tne 


Sheets all Night long.-Oh !—my Bones ake this Morning, 


» 1 Cham. 


as if ] 
bring 
Hour 
[9 un 
harder: 
amon; 


Th. 
And v 
Che. 
L ur 
Chrifle 
be me 
with { 
broke, 
cnt, 
Cha 
Luar. 
ners. | 
U | 
Cha 
and we 
Lure 
Col. u 
non n 
about: 
Faugh 
eazer | 
Lravat: 
lo take 
from ſ. 
Hands 
ing wit 
mult dr 
elſe — 
bear? 


to Card 
Oh, 


you ha 
like *err 

Rem, 
does yo 


Vo. 


„bot 
8 


ging 
that 
5.1 
your 


light 
nere's 


vs off, 


lows, 


KR 


Tollet 
F Orm, 


ght or 
are; | 


ay run 


(le this 


1 how, 
rive to 
e Side, 


e Quilt 


vith the 
or ning 
* 


the Sequel of the Trip to the Jubilee. 289 


2s if J had lain all Night on a Pair of Dutch Stairs Go, 
bring Chocolate. — And, d'ye hear? Be ſure to ſtay an 
Hour or two at leaſt.— Well! Theſe Eng//þ Animals are 
{> unpoliſh'd! I wiſh the Perſecution would rage a little 
harder, that we might have more of thele French Refugees 
among us. 

Enter the Maids with Chocolate. 

Theſe Wenches are gone to Smyrna for this Chocolate, 
And what made you ſtay ſo long? 

Cbam, I thought we did not ſtay at all, Madam. 

Lure. Only an Hour and a half by the ſloweſt Clock in 
Chriſlendem— And ſuch Salvers and Diſhes too! The Lard 
be merciful to me! what have | committed, to be plagu'd 
with ſach Animals? —Where are my new Japan Salvers f— . 
Broke, o'my Conſcience! All to Pieces, Dll lay my Lite 
cn't. 

Cham, No, indeed, Madam, but your Huſband ——— 

Lure. How ? Huſband, Impudence! FI teach you Man- 
bers [Gives her a Box on th? Ear.) Huſband ! Is that your 
Wi Breeding ? Ha'n't the Col, a Name of his own ? 

Cham. Well tlea, the Col. He us'd 'em this Morning, 
and we -ha'n't got em ſince. 

Lure. How ! the Col. uſe my Things! How dare the 
Col, uſe any Thing of mine ?—But his Campaign Educa- 
non muſt be pardon'd—And I warrant they were fiſted 
about among his dirty Levee of Diſbanded Officers? 
Faugh! The very Thoughts of them Fellows with .their 
ezer Looks, Iron Swords, ty'd-up Wigs, and tuck'd-in 
Cravats, make me ſick as Death—Come, let me lee.—f Goes 
lo take the Chocolate, and ſtarts back. | Heav'ns protect me 
from ſach a Sight! Lord, Girl! When did you waſh your 
Hands laſt? And have you been pawing me all this Morn- 
ing with them dirty Fiſts of yours? { Runs to the Glaſs, ]—l 
mult dreſs all over again—Go, take it away, I ſhall ſwoon 
elſe — Here. Mrs. Monſter, call up my Taylor; and d'ye 
hear? You, Mrs, Hobbyborſe, fee if my Company be come 
to Cards yet. " 

Euter the Taylor, 

Oh, Mr. Remnant I don't know what ails theſe Stays 
B have made me; but ſomething is the Matter, I don't 
ke em. | | 

Rem. I am very ſorry for that, Madam. But what Fault 
does your Ladylhip find ? | 

Vol. I. N Lure. 
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Lure. I don't know where the Fault lies; but in ſhort I 
don't like 'em; I can't tell how; the Things are well 
enough made, but 1 don't like 'em. 

Rem. Are they too wide, Madam ? 

Lure, No. : 

Rem. Too ſtraight, perhaps? 

Lure. Not at all! they fit me very well; but — Land 
bleſs me ! Can't you tell where the Fault lies ? 

Rer;, Why truly, Madam, I can't tell.— But your Lady- 
ſhip, 1 think, is a little too ſlender for the Faſhion. 

Lure, How! too ſlender for the Faſhion, ſay you ? 

Rem: Yes, Madam; there's no ſuch Thing as a good 
Shape worn among the Quality: Your fine Waiſts are clear 
out, Madam. 

Lure. And why did not you plump up my Stays to the 
faſhionable Size ? | 

Rem, I made em to fit you, Madam. 

Lure. Fit me! fit my Monkey— What d'ye think I wear 
Cloaths to pleaſe myſelf! Fit me! fit the Faſhion, pray; no 
matter for me -I thought ſomething was the Matter, | wanted 
Quality-air.—Pray, Mr. Remnant, let me have a Bulk of 
Quality, a ſpreading Counter. I do remember now, the 
Ladies in the Apartments, the Birth Night, were molt of 
*em two Yards 3 Sir, it you contrive ny 
Things any more with your ſcanty Chamber-maid's Air, 
you ſhall work no more for me. 

Rem. | ſhall take Care to pleaſe your Ladyſhip for the 
future, [ Exit, 
Enter à Servant. 

Ser. Madam, my Maſter defires —— 

Lure. Hold, hold, Fellow; for Gad's Sake hold: If 
thou touch my Cloaths with that Tobacco Breath of thive, 
I ſhall poiſon the whole Drawing-Room. Stand at the 
Door pray, and ſpeak. [Ser. goes to the Door and ſpeak, 

Fer. My Maſter, Madam, deſires | 

Lure. Oh hideous! Now the Raſcal bellows ſo loud, that 
he tears my Head to Pieces. — Here, Aukwardneſs, go take 
the Booby's Meſſage, and bring it to me. [Maid goes 10 be 

[ Door, wr hi/pers and returii 

Cham. My Maſter deſires to know how your Ladyfhip 
reſted laſt Night, and if you are pleas'd to admit of a it 
this Morning? 
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Lure, Ay Why this is civik. —* Tis an inſupportable 
Toil tho* for Women of Quality to model their Huſbands to 
good Breeding. 


Enter Standard, 

Stand. Good merrow, deareſt Angel. 
reſted laſt Night? 

Lure, Lard, Lard, Col! What a Room have you made 
me here with your dirty Feet! Bleſs me, Sir! Will you 
never be reclaim'd from your ſlovenly Campaign Airs? Lis 
the molt unmannerly Thing in Nature to make a ſliding 
Bow in a Lady's Chamber with dirty Shoes ; it writes Rude- 
neſs upon the Boards. 

Stand. A very odd Kind of Reception this, truly !=—I'm 
very ſorry, Madam, that the Offences of my Feet ſhould 
create an Averſion to my Company: But for the future I 
ſhall honour your Ladyſhip's Apartment as the Sepulchre at 
Jeruſalem, and always come in bare-foot. 

Lure. Sepu'chre at Jeru/alem! Your Compliment, Sir, is 
rery far-fetch'd : But your Feet indeed have a very travelling 
Alr. 

Stand. Come, come, my Dear, no ſerious Diſputes upon 
Trifles, ſince you know | never contend with you in Mat- 
ters of Confequence. You are ſtill Miſtreſs of your Fortune, 
and Marriage has only made you more abſolute in your 
Pleaſure, by adding one faithful Servant to your Deſires.— 
Come, clear your brow of that uneaſy Chagrin, and let that 
pleafing Air take Place that firſt enſnar'd my Heart. I have 
nvited ſome Gentlemen to Dinner, whoſe Friendſhips de- 
ſerve a welcome Look. Let their Entertainment ſhew how 
bleſs'd you have made me by a plentiful Fortune, and the 
Love of ſo agreeable a Creature, 

Lure, Your Friends, I ſuppoſe, are all Men of Quality ? 

Stand, Madam, they are Officers, and Men of Honour. 

Lure, Officers, and Men of Honour ! That is, they will 
dub the Stairs with their Feet, ſtain all the Rooms with 
their Wine, talk Bawdy to my Woman, rail at the Patlia- 
ment, then at one another, fall to cutting of Throats, and 
dreak all my China, 

S:and. Admitting that I keep ſuch Company, tis unkind 
in you, Madam, to talk ſo ſeverely of my Friends. Bu: my 
Brother, my Dear, is juſt come from his Voyage, and will 
be here to pay his Reſpects to you. 

h N 2 Lare, 


How have you 
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Lure. Sir, I ſhall not be at Leiſure to entertain a Perſon of 


his Fappirg Education, I can afſure you. 
Enter Parly, and whiſpers her, 

Sir, J have ſome Buſineſs with my Woman; you may en. 
tertain your Sea-moniter by yourſelf ; you may command a 
Diſh. of Pork and Peaſe, with a Bowl of Punch, | ſuppoſc; 
and ſo, Sir, much good may do you. - Come, Par!y, 

[ Exeunt Lure. and Par, 

Stand. Hell and Furies! 

Enter Fireball. 

Fire. With all my Heart Where's your Wife, Brother ? 
— Ho' now Man, what's the Matter — Is Dinner ready ? 

$:and, No—1 don't know—Hang it, I'm ſorry that I in- 
vited you :—For you muſt know that my Wife is very 
much out of Order; taken dangerous ill of a ſudden 
So that 

Fire. Pihaw ! Nothing, nothing but a Marriage Qualm; 
breeding Children, or breeding Miſchief. Where is ſhe, 
Man? Prithee let me ſce her; I long to ſee this fine Lady 
you have got. 

Stand, Upon my Word ſhe's very ill, and can't ſee any 
Body. 

Fire. So ill that ſhe can't ſee any Body! What, ſhe's not 
in Labour ſure! I tell you, I will ſee her. Where is ſhe? 

[ Looking about, 

Stand. No, no, Brother; ſhe's gone abroad to take the Alt. 

Fire. What the Devil! dangerous ſick, aud gone out! 
So ſick, that ſhe'll ſee nobody within, yet gone abroad 10 
fee all the World !l-- Uh, you have made your Fortune with 

a Vengeance !— Then, Brother, you ſhall dine with me at 
Locket's; | hate theſe Family Dinners, where a Man's oblig'd 
to, O Lard, Madam; no Apology, dear Sir——" is very 

ood indeed, Madam.— For yourſelf, dear Madam,— Where 
13 the rubb'd Floor under foot, the China in one 
Corner, and the Glaſſes in another, a Man can't make two 
Strides without Hazard of his Life. Commend me to a Boy 
and a Bell; Coming, coming, Sir. Mach Noiſe, no At- 


tendance, and a dirty Room, where I may eat like a Horle, 

drink like a Fiſh, and ſwear like a Devil. Hang your Family 

Dinners ; come along with me, 

A; they are going out,. enter Banter 
to retire, 


Saul. Who's that? Come in, Sir. Your Bulſizeſs, pray Sir? 
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Ban. Perhaps, Sir, it may not be ſo proper to inform you; 
for you appear to be as great a Stranger here as myſelf. 

Fire, Come, come away, Brothe: ; he has ſome Buſineſs 
with your Wiſe, 

Ban. His Wife! Gad ſo! A pretty Fellow, a very pretty 
Fellow, a likely Fellow, and a handſome Fellow; 1 find 
rothing like a Monſter about him: I wou'd ſain fee his 
Forehead tho? — Sir, your humble Servant. 

Sand. Your's Sr —Bat why d'ye ſtare fo in my Face ? 

Ban, I was told, Sir, that the Lady Lureavell' Huſband 
had fomething very remarkable over his Eyes, by which he 
might be known, 

Fire. Mark that, Brother, [I his Ear. 

Stand. Your Information, Sir, was right; I have a croſs 
Cut over my left Eye that's very remarkable - But pray, Sir, 
by what Marks are you to be known ? 

Ban, Sir, I am dignify'd and diſtinguiſh'd by the Name 
and Title of Beau Banter; I'm younger Brother to Sir 
Harry Wildair; and 1 hope to inherit his Eſtate with his 
Homozr, for his Wife, I'm told, is dead, and has left no 
Child. 

Sand. Oh, Sir! I'm 
not unlike your Brother in the Face; but methinks, 
you don't become his Humour alogether ſo well; 
what's Nature in him, looks like Affectation in you. 

Ban. Oh Lard, Sir! 'tis rather Nature in me, what is 
acquir'd by him; he's beholding to his Education for his 
Air: Now where d'ye think my Humour was eltabliſh'd ? 

Stand. Where? 

Ban. At Orferd. 


m your very humble Servant; you're 
Sir, 
for 


Stand. | 
Woes At Oxford! 
Ban. Ay: There have I been fucking my dear Alna 


Mater thele ſeven Years: Vet in Defiance to Legs of Mutton, 
ſmall Beer, crabbed Books, and ſour-fac'd Doctors, I can 
dance a Minuet, court a Miſtreſs, play at Piquet, or make 
a Paroli, with any Milaair in Chrifendom. In ſhort, Sir, in 
ſpite of the Univerſity, I'm a pretty Gentleman. —Colonel, 

where's your Wife ? 
Fire, [ Mimicking hin.] In ſpite of the Univerfity, Pm a 
pretty Gentleman, — Then, Colonel, where is your Nie; 
| * 4 Hark 
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Hark ye, young Plato, Whether wou'd you have your Noſe 
flit, or your Ears cut? 

Ban. Firſt tell me, Sir, which would you chuſe, to be run 
through the Body, or ſhot through the Head? 

Fire. Follow me, and l' tell ye. | 

Ban. Sir, my Servants ſhall attend ye, if you have no 
Equipage of your own. 

Fire. Blood, Sir! 

Stand. Hold, Brother, hold ; he's a Boy. 

Ban. Look ye, Sir, I keep half a dozen Footmen that 
have no Buſineſs upon Earth but to anſwer jmpeittinent 
Queſtions: Now, Sir, if your fighting Stomach can digeſt 
theſe ſix brawny Fellows for a Breakfaſt, their Maſter, per. 
haps, may do you the Favour to run you through the Body 
for a Dinner, 

Fire. Sirrah, will yon fight me? I received juſt now fix 
Month's Pay, and by this Light, I'll give you the half on't 
for one fair Blow at your Skull. 

Ban. Down with your Money, Sir, 

Stand. No, no, Brother; if you are fo free of your Pay, 
get into the next Room ; there you'll find ſome Company 
at Cards, I ſuppoſe; you may find Opportunity for your 
Revenge; my Houſe protects him now. 

Fire, Well, Sir, the Time will come, [ Exit, 

Ban. Well ſaid, Brazen-head. 

Stand. I hope, Sir, you'll excuſe the Freedom of this 
Gentleman; his Education has been among the boiſterous 
Elements, the Winds and Waves. 

Ban. Sir, I value neither him, nor his Wind and Waves 
neither; "I'm privileg'd to be very impertinent, being an 
Oxenian, and oblig'd to fight no Man, being a Beau. 

Stand. Sir, | admire the Freedom of your Condition — 
But pray, Sir, have you ſeen your Brother ſince he came laſt 
over ? | | 

Ban, I ha'nt ſeen my Brother theſe ſeven Years, and 
ſcarcely heard from him but by Report of others. About 
a Month ago he was pleas'd to honour me with a Letter 
from Paris, importing his Deſign of being in London very 
ſoon, with a Deſire of meeting me here. Upon this, | 


chang'd my Cap-and Gown for a long Wig and Sword, 
came up to London to attend him, and went to his Houle; 


but that was all in Sable for the Death of his Wife; there! 
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was told that he deſign'd to change his Habitation, becauſe 
he wou'd avoid all Remembrances that might diſturb his 
Quiet. You are the firſt Perſon that has told me of his Ar- 
rival, and I expe that you may likewiſe inform me where 
to wait on him. | 

Stand. And I ſuppoſe, Sir, this was the Bus'nefs that oc- 
cahion'd me the Honour of this Viſit. 

Ban. Partly this, and partly an Affair of greater Con- 
ſequence, You muſt know, Sir, that tho? I have read ten 
thouſand Lies in the Univerſity, yet I have learn'd to ſpeak 
the Truth myſelf; and to deal. plainly with you, the Ho- 
nour of this Viſit, as you were pleas'd to term it, was de- 
fign'd to the Lady Lurexell, 

Stand. My Wife, Sir! 

Ban, My Lady Lurewell, J ſay, Sir. 

Stand. But I fay, my Wife, Sir—What! 

Ban, Why, look ye, Sir ; you may have the Honour of 
being called the Lady Zarewe!s Huſband ; but you will 
never find in any Author, either antient or modern, that 
ſhe's called Mr. Srandard's Wife, Tis true, you're a hand- 
ſome young Fellow ; ſhe lik'd you, ſhe marry'd you; and 
tho” the Prieſt made you both one Fleſh, yet there's no 
{mall Diſtinction in your Blood. You are flill a diſbanded 
Colonel, and ſhe is ſtill a Woman of Quality, I take it. 

Stand. And you are the moſt impudent young Fellow I 
ever met with in my Life, I take it. 

Ban. Sir, I'm a Maſter of Arts, and I plead the Privilege 
of my Standing. 

Enter a Servant, and whiſpers Banter. 

Ser, Sir, the Gentleman in the Coach below, ſays, he'll 
be gone unleſs you come preſently, 

Ban. I had forgot Col. your humble Servant, 
Exit. 

Stand. Sir, you mult excuſe me for not waiting on you 
down Stairs, — —An impudent young Dog. 

[Exit another Way, 


SCENE changes to another Apartment in the ſame Houſe, 
Enter Lurewell, Ladies, Monſ. Marquis and Fireball, as 


lefing Gameſters, one after another, tearing their Card:, and 
flinging 'em about the Rooms. 


Lure. Ruin'd! Undone ! Deftroy'd ! 
N 4 


1/7 La. 
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1/t La. Oh Fortune ! Fortune! Fortune! 

2d. La. What will my Huſband ſay ? 

Mon/. Oh malheur ! malheur ! malhbeur ! 

Fire, Blood and Fire, J have loft Six Months Pay, 

Mon. A hundred and ten Piſtoles, fink me. 

Fire. Sink you ? ſink me, that have loſt two hundred and 
ten Piltoles. —vSink you indeed! 

8 Lure. But why wou'd you hazard the Bank upon one 
ard ? | 

Meon/. Becauſe me had loſe by de Card tree Times before 
— Look, dere Madam, de very next Card had been out, 
Oh Morbleu qu, Ja? 

Lure. 1 rely'd altogether on your ſetting the Cards; you 
us'd to Tailee with Succeſs. 

Mon. Morbleu, Madam, me never loſe before: But dat 
Monſieur Sir 4rry, dat Chevalier Vildair is de Devil — 
Vere is de Chevalier ? - 

Lure. Counting our Money within yonder.— Go, go, be 
gone; and bethink yourſelf of ſome Revenge. — Here he 
comes. 


Enter Wildair. 


Wild. Fifteen hundred and ſeventy Louis d Or, !—Tall 
dall de rall. [Sings,] Look ye, Gentlemen, any Body may 
dance to this Tune; — Tall dall de rall. I dance to the 
Tune of fifteen hundied Pounds, the moſt elevated Piece of 
Muſic that ever I heard in my Life; they are the prettieſt 
Caſtapnets in the World. [Chinks the Money, ] Here, Wait- 
ers, there's Cards and Candles for you. [Gives the Servants 
Money.) Mrs. Parly here's Hoods and Scarfs for you : 
[ Gives her Money.) And here's fine Coaches, ſplendid Equi- 
Page, lovely Women, and victorious Burgundy for me. — 
Oh ye charming Angels! the Loſers Sorrow, and the Gain- 
er's Joy: Get ye into my Pocket. Now, Gentlemen and 
Ladies, I am your humble Servant=—You'll excuſe me, 1 
kope, the ſmall Devotion here that I pay to my good For- 
tune—Ho'now ! Mute - Why, Ladies, I know that Loſers 
have Leave to ſpeak ; but | don't find that they're privileg'd 
to be dumb. Monfieur ! Ladies! Captain |! 

[Claps the Captain on the Shoulder, 

Fire, Death and Hell! Why d'ye firixe me, Sir ? 
[ Drawing. 
Wii, 


Vila 
King © 
Fire 
Nil 
Fire. 
me aga 
bat one 
Down 
the Me. 
Wild 
Lure 
I'm ſo 
Vila 
why ih 
Ladies, 
him, A 
Lawyel 
tery, a 
Golden 
ted Pu 
maſſy C 
another. 
you. [. 
Thing 
Lure 
live. 
1/t I 
24 L 
Wild 
our Tr. 
lates n 
Merch: 
Miniſte 
though 
a King 
up a Ce 
always 
Fears, 
our Mi 
And th 
Lure 


Va, & 


the Sequel of the Trip to the Jubilee. 297 


IJild. To comfort you, Sir.-Your Ear, Capt. — The 
King of Spain is dead! 

Fire. The King of Spain dead! 

Hild. Dead as Julius Ceſar; | had a Letter on't juſt now. 

Fire. Tall dall de rall. [Sg.] Look ye, Sir, pray ſtrike 
me again if you pleaſe, — See here, Sir, you have left me 
but one ſolitary Guinea in the World. | Puts it in his Mouth. 
Down it goes Yſaith. A lons for the Thatch'd Houſe and 
the Mediterranzan. Tall dall de rall. [ Exzt. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha !-—Bravely refolv'd, Captain. 

Lure. Bleſs me, Sir Harry! 1 was afraid of a Quarrel. 
I'm ſo much concern'd ! 

Mild. At the Loſs of your Money, Madam. But why, 
why ſhould the Fair be afflicted ? your Eyes, your Eyes, 
Ladies, much brighter than the San, have equal Power with 
kim, and can transform to Gold whate'er they pleaſe. The 
Lawyer's Tongue, the Soldier's Sword, the Courtier's Flat- 
tery, and the Merchant's Trade, are Slaves that dig the 
Golden Mines for you. Your Eyes unty the Miſer's br 
ted Purſe. [To one Lady ] Melt into Coin the Magiſtrate's 
maſſy Chain —Youth mints for you Hereditary Lands. [To 
another, — And Gameſters only win when they can loſe to 
vou. [To Lurewell.— This Luck is the moſt rhetorical 
Thing in Nature. 

Lure, 1 have a great Mind to forſwear Cards as long as I 
live. | 

La. And I. [ Exit, 

24 La. And I. [ Crying, and Exit. 

ald. What, forſwear Cards! Why, Madam, you'll ruin 
our Trade. — I'd maintain, that the Money at Court circu- 
lates more by the Baſſet-Bank, than the Wealth of the 
Merchants by _the Bank of the City. Cards! the great 
Miniſters of Fortune's Power, that blindly ſhuffle out her 
thoughtleſs Favours, and makea Knave more pow'rful than 
a King. — What Adoration do theſe Pow'rs receive | Lifting 
up a Card.] from the bright Hands and Fingers of the Fair, 
always lift up to pay Devotion here! And the pleaſing 
Fears, the anxious Hopes, and dubious Joy that entertain 
our Mind! The Capot at Piquet, the Paroli at Baſſet ; — 
And then Ombre! who can reſiſt the Charms of Mattadors ? 

Lure, Ay, Sir Harry; and then the Sept de Fa, Quinze la 


Va, & Traute le Va! 
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Wild. Right, right, Madam. 

Lure. Then the Nine of Diamonds at Comet, three Fives 
at Cribbidge, and Pam in Lanteraloo, Sir Harry / 

Wild. Ay, Madam, theſe are Charms indeed —— Then 
the Pleaſure of picking our Huſband's Pocket over night, to 
play at Baſſet next Day! Then the Advantage a fine Gen. 
tleman may make of a Lady's Neceſſity, by gaining a Favour 
tor fifty Piſtoles, which a hundred Years Courtſhip cou'd 
never have produc'd. 

Lure Nay, nay, Sir Harry, that's foul Play. 

IWild. Nay, nay, Madam, it is nothing but the Game; 
and I have play'd it ſo in France a hundred Times. 

Lure, Come, come, Sir, no more on't. I'll tell you in 
three Words, that rather than forego my Cards, I'll for- 
ſwear my Viſits, Faſhions, my Monkey, Friends and Re- 
lations. 

IWild There ſpoke the Spirit of true-born Exgliſß Women 
of Quality, with a true French Education, 

Lure. Look ye, Sir Harry, I am well born, and I was 
well bred ; I brought my Huſband a large Fortune ; he 
ſhall mortgage, or I will elope. 

Wild. No, no, Madam! there's no Occafion for that: 
See here, Madam! 

Lure. What, the ſinging Birds! Sir Harry, let me ſee. 

Hild. Pugh, Madam, theſe are but a few.--But I cou'd 
wiſh, de rout mon caur, fort quelque Commodite, where | 
might be handſomely plunder'd of em. 

Lure. 4h! Chewalier ! tous jour obligeant, engageant, & 

t a | 
| Wild. Allont, Allons, Madam, tout à votre ſervice. 
[ Pull, her, 

Lure, No, no, Sir Harry, not at this Time o'day ; you 
ſhall hrar from me in the Evening. | 

Mild. Then, Madam, I'll leave you ſomething to enter- 
' tain you the while, *Tis a French Pocket-book, with ſome 
Remarks of my own upon the new Way of making Love. 
Pleaſe to peruſe it, and give me your Opinion in the Even- 
Ing. | [ Exit, 

Lure. [Opening the Book] A French Pocket-book, with 
Remarks upon the new Way of making Love! Then Sir 
Harry is turning Author I find. — What's here ?—Hi, hi, 
hi! A Bank Bill for a hundred Pounds,—The new. Way of 
making 
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making Love! Pardie cit fort Gallant — One of the pret- 
tieſt Remarks that ever I ſaw in my Life! Well now, that 
Vildair's a charming Fellow; — Hi, hi, hi!—He has ſuch 
an Air, and ſuch a Turn in what he does ! I warrant now 
there's a Hundred home- bred Blockheads wou'd come. 
Madam, I'll give you a Hundred Guineas if you'll let me 
—— Faugh! hang their nauſeous immadeſt Proceedings. — 
Here's a Hundred Pounds now, and he never names the 
Thing; I love an impudent Action with an Air of Modeſty 
with all my Heart. [ Exit. 


The End of the Second AF. 


A n b e e 


41 208 
SCENE continues. 


Enter Lurewell and Monſieur Marquis. 
ELL, Meonfieur, and have you thought how 
to retaliate your ill Fortune? | 

Monſ. Madam, I have tonght dat Fortune be one blind 
Bitch. Why ſhou'd Fortune be kinder to de Anglis Cheva- 
lier dan to de France Marquis? Ave I not de bon Grace ? 
Ave not I de Perſonage ? Ave I not Underſtanding ? Can 
de Anglis Chevalier dance better dan [? Can de Anglis 
Chevalier fence better dan I? Can de Anglis Chevalier play 
Baſſet better dan 1? Den why ſhould Fortune be kinder to 
de Anglis Chevalier dan de France Marquis ? 

Lure. Why ? Becauſe Fortune is blind. 

Monf. Blind! Yes begar, and dum and deaf too.— Vell 
den, Fortune give de Anglis Man de Riches, but Nature 
gave de France Man de Politique to correct de unequal Diſ- 
tribution, 

Lure. But how can you correct it, Monſieur! 

Monf. Ecoute, Madam. Sir Arry Mildair his Vife be dead. 

Lure. And what Advantage can you make of that? 

Monſ. Begar, Madam.— Hi, hi, hi!l—De Anglis Man's 
dead Vife fall Cuckold her Uſband ! | 

Lure, How, how, Sir, adead Woman cuckold her Huſband! 

Monſ. Mark ! Madam: We France-men make de Diſ- 
tinction between de Deſign and de Term of de Treaty, — 
She canno touch his Head, but ſhe can Cuckold his Pocket 
of ten toulan Livres, 16 


Lure. 
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Lure. Pray explain yourſelf, Sir. 

Mon}. 1 ave Sir Arry Wildair his Vife in my Pocket, 

Lure. How ! Sir Harry's Wife in your Pocket! 

Monſ. Hold, Madam, dere is an autre Diſtinction between 
ce Deſign and de Term of de Treaty. 

Lure. Pray, Sir, no more of your Diſtinctions, but ſpeak plain, 

MonJ. Wen de France- man's Politique is in his Head, 
dere is noting but Diſtinction upon his Tongue. — See here, 
Madam! I ave de Picture of Sir Harry's Vife in my Pocket, 

Lure. Is it poſlible ? 

Mor. Voyez. 

Lure. The very ſame, and finely drawn. Pray, Mon- 
fieur, how did you purchaſe it? 

Monſ. As me did purchaſe de Picture, ſo me did gain de 
Subſtance, de dear, dear Subſtance, by de bon mien, de 
France Air, chatant, charmant, de Politique à la Tete, and 
dangant a la Pie. e i 

Lure. Lard bleſs me! How cunningly ſome Women can 

lay the Rogue! Ah! have I found it oat! Now, as [ 
65.4 for Mercy, I am glad on't. I hate to have any Wo- 
man more virtuous than myſelf, —— Here was ſuch a work 
with my Lady Mildair's Piety! my Lady Wi/dair's Con- 
duct! and my Lady Wildair's Fidelity, forſooth! Now, 
dear Monſieur, you have infallibly told me the beſt News 
that I ever heard in my Life, Well, and ſhe was but one 
of us! heh! 

Mon. Oh, Madam! me no tell Tale, me no ſcandalize 
de Dead; de Picture be dumb, de Picture fay noting. 

ure Come, come, Sir, no more Diſtinctions; I'm ſure 
it was fo, I wou'd have given the World for ſuch a Story of 
her while ſhe was living. She was charitable, forſooth! and 
ſhe was devout, forſo5th ! and every Body was twitted i'th 
Teeth with my Lady Hildair's Reputation: And why 
don't you mark her Bebaviour, and her Diſcretion? She 
goes to Church twice a Day.—Ah ! I hate thefe Congrega- 
tion- Women, There's ſuch a Fuſs, and ſuch a Clutter about 
their Devotion, that it makes more Noiſe than all the Bells 
in the Panth, — Well, but what Advantage can you make 
now of the Picture ? 

Mnf. De Advantage of ten touſan Livres, parde.— 
Attendez vous, Madam. Dis Lady ſhe die at Mantpellier in 
France; | ave de Broder in dat City dat write me one Ac- 
count dat ſhe die in dat City, and dat ſhe fend me dis Pic. 
ture 
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ture as a Legacy, wid a touſan baſe mains to de dear Mar- 
quis, de charmant Marquis, mon cœur le Marquis. 

Lure. Ay, here was Devotion ! here was Diſcretion ? 
here was Fidelity! Mon cœur le Marquis! Ha, ha, ha! 
Well, but how will this procure the Money ? 

Monſ. Now, Madam, for de France Politique. 

Lure. Ay, what 1s the French Politic ? 

Monſ. Never to tell a Secret to a Voman, — Madam, 
je ſui vctre Jerviteur. [ Runs off 

Lure, Hold, hold, Sir, we ſha'n't part ſo; I will have 
it, [ Follows, 
Enter Standard and Fireball, 

Fire. Hah ! Look! look! look you there, Brother! 
See how they coquet it! Oh! there's a Look! there's a 
Simper ! there's a Squeeze for you ! ay, now the Marquis is 
at it. Mon cus, ma fey, pardie, alions : Don't you ſee how 
the French Rogue has the Head, and the Feet, and the 
Hands, and the Tongue, all going together? 

Stand. [Walking in Dilorder.) Where's my Reaſon ? 
Where's my Philoſophy ? Where's my Religion now ? 

Fire V1 tell you where they are, in your Forehead, Sir, 
—Blood ! I fay Reven.e. 

Stand. Bat how, dear Brother? 

Fire, Why ſtab him, ſtab him now.—1tal;an him, Spani- 
ard him, i ſay. __- l 

Stand. Stab him! Why Cuckoldom's a Hydra that bears 
a thouſand Heads; and tho” I ſhou'd cut this one off, the 
Monſter ſtill wou'd fprout. Maſt | marder all the Fops in 
the Nation; and to fave my Head from Horns, expoſe my 
Neck to the Halter ? 

Fire. Sdeath, Sir, can't you kick and cuff? Kick one. 

Stand. Cane another. 

Fire Cat off the Ears of a third, 

Stand. Slit the Noſe of a fourth. 

Fire, Tear Cravats. 

Stand. Burn Perukes. 

Fire. Shoot their Coach-horſes. 

Stand. A noble Plot. —— But now tis laid, how ſhall we 
put it in Execution? for not one of theſe Fe/lozus ſtirs about 
without his Guard du Corps. Then they're ſtout as Heroes ; 
for I can aſſure you, that a Beau with ſix Footmea ſhall 
fizht you any Gentleman in Chritendom, 

Enter 
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Enter Servant, 

Ser, Sir, here's Mr. Clincber below, who begs the Honour 
to kiſs your Hand. 

Stand. Ay, why here's another Beau. 

Fire. Let him come, let him come; I'll ſhew you how to 
manage a Beau preſently. 

Stand. Hold, hold, Sir; this is a ſimple inoffenfive Fel- 
low, that will rather make us Diverſion. 

Fire. Diverſion! Ay. Why, ÞIl knock him down for 
Diverſion, 

Stand. No, no: prithee be quiet; I gave him a Surfeit 
of Intriguing ſome Months ago before I was marry'd. — 
Here, bid him come up. He's worth your Acquaiatance, 
Brother. 

Fire. My Acquaintance! What is be! 

Stand. A Fellow of a ſtrange Weathercock Head, very 
hard, but as light as the Wind; conſtantly full of the 
Times, and never fails to pick up fome Humour or other 
out of the public Revolutions, that proves diverting enough, 
Some Time ago he had got the Travelling Maggot in his 
Head, and was going to the Jubilee upon all Occaſions ; 
but lately, fince the new Revolution in Zurope, another 
Spirit has poſſeſs'd him, and he runs ſtark mad after News 
and Politics, 

f Enter Clincher. 

Clinch. News, News, Col. great Eh! what's this Fel- 
low ? Methinks he has a Kind of ſuſpicious Air,— Your 
Ear, Col.— The Pope's dead. 

Stand. Where did you hear it? 

Clinch. I read it in the public News, [ Whiſpering. 

Stand, Ha, ha, ha!——And why d'ye whiſper it for a 
Secret ? | | 

Clinch. Odſo! Faith that's true But that Fellow there; 
what is he? | 

Stand. My Brother Fireball, juſt come home from the Bal- 
tick, 

Cinch. Odſo ! Noble Captain, I'm your moſt humble 
and obedient Servant, from the Poop to the Forecaſtle, — 
Nay, a Kiſs o't'other Side, pray.—-Now, dear Captain, 
tell us the News.—Odſo! I'm fo pleas'd I have met you! 
Well, the News, dear Captain — You fail'd a brave Squa- 
dron of Men of War to the Ballick.— Well, and what 
then? eh! 8 
; Fire, 


ur 
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Fire. Why then——we came back again. 

Clinch, Did you, faith! —Fooliſh ! fooliſh ! very fooliſh! 
a right Sea Captain—— But what did you do? How did you 
fight : What Storms did you meet? and what! Whales dil 

ou ſee ? - 
; Fire. We had a violent Storm off the Coaſt of Futland, 

Clinch. Futland! Ay, that's Part of Portugal. Well, 
and fo, —you enter'd the Sound ;——and you maul'd Copen- 
hagen, 'faith.—-And then that pretty, dear, ſweet, pretty 
King of Sweden / — What Sort of Man is he, pray? 

Fire. Why, tall and ſlender. 

Clinch. Tall and ſlender! Much about my Pitch? Heh! 

Fire. Not ſo groſs, not altogether fo low. 

Clinch. No! I'm ſorry for't ; very ſorry, indeed... 
Here Parly enters and flands at the Deer; Clincher beckons ber 
with his Hands behind, going backwards, and ſpeaking to her 
and the Gentlemen by Turns,) Well, and what more? And fo 
you bombarded Copenhagen.—{[ Mrs. Parly.]—Whiz, flap 
went the Bombs. [Mrs. ary, And ſo—Well, not alto- 
| pea ſo groſs, you fay——[ Here's a Letter, you Jade, ] 

'ery tall, you ſay? Is the King very tall ? Here's a 
Guinea, you Jade.] — She tates the Letter, and the Col. ob- 
ſerves him.]—Hem ! hem! Col, I'm mightily troubled with 
the Ptyſic of late. Hem! hem! a ſtrange Stoppage of 
my Breaſt here. Hem ! but now it is off again. ell, 
but Captain, you tell us no News at all. 

Fire, I tell you once Piece that all the World knows, and 
ſtill you are a Stranger to it. 

Clinch. Bleſs me] What can this be? 

Fire. That you are a Fool. 

Clinch. Fh! Witty, witty Sea Captain, Odſo! and 7 
wonder, Captain, that your Underſtanding did not ſplit 
your Ship to Pieces. 

Fire. Why fo, Sir? 

Clinch. Becauſe, Sir, it is fo very ſhallow, very fallow, 
There's Wit for you, Sir 
Enter Parly, who gives the Col. a Letter, 

Odo! A Letter! Then there's News.— What, is it the 
foreign Poſt ? What News, dear Col. what News ? Hark 
ye, Mrs. Party. 

He talks with Parly while the Col. reads the Letter. 

Stand. The Son of a Whore ! Is it he? ¶ Looks at Clincher. 


Reads. * 
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[Rends.] Dear Madam, 


Was afraid to break ofen the Seal of your Letter, I: 7 

fou d violate the Work of your fair Hands=— (Oh! ful. 
ſome Fop!) 17 therefore with the Warmth of my Kiſjes thaw 
it aſunder. (Ay, here's ſuch a Turn of Stile, as takes a 
fine Lady!) 7 have no News, but that the Pope's dead, aud 
1 have ſom? Pacguets upon that Aﬀair to ſend my Correſpon- 
dent in Wales; but I ſhall wave all Buſineſs, and haſten 10 
wait on you at the Hour appointed, with the Wings of a 


Flying-Poſ?. Yours, 
N Toby Clincher. 


Very well, Mr. Toby ——Hark'e, Brother, this Fel- 
low's a Rogue. 

Fire. A damn'd Rogue, 

Stand. See here! a Letter to my Wife! 

Fire. S'death! let me tear him to Pieces, 

Stand. No, no, we'll manage him to more Advan- 
tage, Take him with you to Locker's, and invent ſome 
Way or other to fuddle him. —Here, Mr, Clncher, I 
have prevail'd on my Brother here to give you a parti- 
cular Account of the whole Voyage to the Sound by his 
own Journal, if you pleaſe to honour him with your 
Company at Locaet's, 

Clin. His own journal! Odſo, let me ſee it. 

Stand., Shew it him, 

Fire. Here, Sir. | 

Clin. Now for News [ Reads.) Thurſday, Auguſt 7þz 
17th, from the 6th at Neon to this Day Noon Winds va- 
riable, Courſes per Traverſe, true Courſe protracted, with 
all Impediments allcw'd, is North 45 Degrees, Weſt 60 
Miles, Difference of Latitude 42 Miles, Departure Welt 40 
Miles, Latitude per Judgment 54 Degrees 13 Minutes, Me- 
ridian Diftance current from the Bearing of the Land, and the 
Latitude is 88 Miles. - Od ſo! Great News, faith.—Let 
me ſee. At Noon broke our Main-Top-Sail Yard, being rotten 
in the Sling; two Whales Ecrthward, —Odſo! A Whale! 
Great News, faith. Come, come along, Captain, But, 
d'ye hear? with this Proviſo, Gentlemen, that I won't 
drink; for, hark'e, Captain, between you and I, there's 
a fine Lady in the Wind, and 1 ſhall have the Longitude 
and Latitude of a fine Lady, and the 
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Fire. A fine Lady! Ah the Rogue! [ Aides 

Clin, Yes, a fine Lady, Colonel, a very fine Lady. 
Come, no Ceremony, good Captain. 

| [Ex-unt Fireball and Clincher, 

Ssand. Well, Mrs. Parily, how go the reſt of our 
Aﬀairs ? 

Pan. Why, worſe and worſe; Sir; here's more Miſ- 
chief ſtill, more Branches a ſprouting, 

Stand. Of whole planting, pray ? 

Par, Why, that impudent young Rogue, Sir Harry 
IV :ldair's Brother, has commenc'd his Suit, and feed 
Counſel already. Look here, Sir, two Pieces, for which, 
by Article, I am to receive four. 

Staud. Tis a hard Caſe now, that a Man muſt give 
four Guineas for the good News of his Diſhonour. Some 
Men throw away their Money in debauching other Men's 
Wives, and I Jay out mine to keep my own honeſt : 
But this is making a Man's Fortune! — Well, Child, 
there's your Pay; and I expect, when I come back, a 
true Account how the Buſineſs goes on. 

Par. But ſuppoſe the Bus'neſs be done before you 
come back ? 

Stand. No, no; ſhe ha'nt ſeen him yet; and her Pride 
will preſerve her againſt the firſt Aſfaults. Beſides, I 
ſha'n*t ſtay. [ Exeunt Col. and Par. 


SCENE changes to another Room in the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Wildair and Lurewell. 

Lure, Well now, Sir Harry, this Book you gave me! 
As I hope to breathe, I think *tis the beſt penn'd Piece 
I have ſeen a great while; 1 don't know any of our 
Authors have wrote in ſo florid and genteel a Stile. 

Wild. Upon the Subject, Madam, I dare affirm there 
is nothing extant more moving. Look ye, Madam, 
Jam an Author rich in Expreſſions; the needy Poets of 
the Age may fill their Works with Rhapſodies of Flames 
and Darts, and barren Sighs and Tears, their ſpeakwp 
Looks and amorous Vows, that might in Chancer's Time, 
perhaps, have paſs'd for Love; but now, *tis only ſuch 
as I can touch that noble Paſſion, and by the true, per- 
ſuaſive Eloquence, turn'd in the moving Stile of Louis 
4 Ors, can raiſe the raviſh'd Female to a Rapture.—In 

| ſhort, 
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ſhort, Madam, I'll match Cowly in Softneſs, o'ertoy 
Milton in Sublime, banter Cicero in Eloquence, and Dr, 
Swan in Quibbling, by the Help of that moſt ingenious 
Society, call'd the Bank of England. 

Lure. Ay, Sir Harry, I begin to hate that old Thing 
call'd Love; they ſay 'tis clear out in France. 

Wild. Clear out, clear out, nobody wears it: Ard 
here too, Honeſty went out with the flaſn'd Doublets, 
and Love with the cloſe-body'd Gowns. Love! ?tis ſo 
obſolete, ſo mean, and out of Faſhion, that I can com- 
pare it to nothing but the miſerable Picture of Patient 
Grizzel at the Head of an old Ballad Faugh ! 

Lure. Ha, ha! ha!—The beſt Emblem in the World, 
Come, Sir Harry, faith we'll run it down,—Love !-- 
Ay, methinks I ſee the mournful Melfemene with her 
Handkerchief at her Eye, her Heart full of Fire, her 
Eyes full of Water, her Head full of Madneſs, and her 
Mouth full of Nonſenſe. —Oh ! hang it. 

Wild. Ay, Madam. Then the doleful Ditties, pitcous 
Plaints, the Daggers, the Poiſons ! 

Lure. Oh the Vapours ! 

Wild. Then a Man muſt knee), and a Man muſt ſwear, 
— There is a Repoſe, I ſee, in the next Room. [Aldi. 

Lure, Unnatoral Stuff. 

Wild. Oh, Madam, the moſt unnatural Thing in the 
World; as fulſome as a Sack-Poflet, [ Pulling her towards 
the Door.) ungenteel as a Wedding-Ring, and as impu- 
dent as the naked Statue was in the Park. | Pulls her again. 

Lure. Ay, Sir Harry; I hate Love that's impudent. 
Theſe Poets dreſs it up ſo in their Tragedies, that 10 
modeſt Woman can bear it. Your Way is much the more 
tolerable, I muſt confeſs. 

Wild. Ay, ay, Madam; I hate your-rude Wh:ning 
and Sighing ; it puts a Lady out of Countenance. 

| [Pulling ber. 

Lure. Truly ſo it does — Hang their Impudence, But 

where are we going ? 


Mila. Only to rail at Love, Madam. 
Enter Banter. 
Ban, Hey! Who's here? 


[ Pulls ber in. 


[Lurewell comes back, 
Lurt, 
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Lure. Pſhaw, prevented by a Stranger too! Had it 
been my Huſband now—Pſhaw !—Very familiar, Sir. 
[Banter /akes up Wildair's Hat that was dropt in the Room, 


Ban. Madam, you have dropt your Har. 


Lure. Diſcover'd too by a Stranger!—What ſhall I do ? 


Wild. | From within.]- Madam, you have got the moſt 
confounded Pens here! Can't you get the Colonel to 


write the Superſcriptions of your Letters for you ? 


Lure. Bleſs me, Sir Harry! Don't you know that the 


Colonel can't write French? Your Time is ſo precious! 


Wild. Shall I direct by way of Roan or Paris ? 
Lure, Which you will, 


Ban. Madam, I very much applaud your Choice of a 
Secretary ; he underſtands the Intrigues of moſt Courts 


in Europe they ſay. 
Enter Wildair with a Letter. 


Mild. Here, Madam, I preſume, 'tis right—This Gen- 
tleman a Relation of yours, Madam ? Dem him.—[ 4/ate 


Ban. Brother, your humble. Servant. 

Wild. Brother! By what Relation, Sir? 

Ban, Begotten by the ſame Father, born of the 
Mother, Brother Kindred, and Brother Bean. 


ſame 


Wild. Hey-day ! How the Fellow ſtrings his Genealogy! 


Look 
aught I 


two longer. 


member your own Hand, there it is. 


e, Sir, you may be Brother to Tom Thumb for 
now; but if you are my Brother—I cou'd 
have wiſh'd you in your Mother's Womb for an Hour or 
[ Hide. 

Ban. Sir, I receiv'd your Letter at Oxford, with your 
Commands to meet you at London; and if you can re- 
[ Gizves a Letter, 


Wild. ¶ Looking over the Leiter.) Oh! Pray, Sir, let me 


handſome Face, 


conſider you a little. — By Jupiter a very pretty Boy; a 
good Shape, [Walks about and wiews 


lim. ] well dreſs'd —The Rogue has got a Leg too,— 
Come kifs me, Child.—Ay, he kiſſes like one of the Fa- 
mily, the right Velvet Lip,—Can'ft thou dance, Child ? 


Ban. Ouy, Monſieur. 
Lure. Hey-day! French too: Why ſure, Sir, 
cou'd never be bred at Oxford / 


you 


Ban. No, Madam, my Cloaths were made in London— 
Brother, I have ſome Affairs of Conſequence to com- 


municate, which require a little Privacy. 
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Lum. Oh, Sir! I beg your Pardon, 1'll leave you, 
Sir Harry, you'll ſtay Supper ? „ 

Wild. Aſſurement, Madam. 

Ban. Yes, Madam, we'll both ſtay. 

Mild. Both — Sir, I'll ſend you back to your Mutton- 
Commons again. How now ? 

Ban, No, no; I ſhall find better Mutton- Commons 
by mefiing with you, | Brother—Come, Sir Harry; if 
you ſtay, I ſtay; if you go, allons. 

Wild. Why, the Devil's in this young Fellow, — Why, 
Sirrah, haſt thou any Thoughts of being my Heir? 
Why, you Dog, you ough::o pimp for me; you ſhou'd keep 
a Pack of Wenches o'purpoſe to hunt down Matrimony, 
Don't you know, Sir, that lawful Wedlock in me is 
certain Poverty to you ? Look ye, Sirrah, come along; 
and for my Diſappointment juſt now, if you don't get 
me a new Miſtreſs 'To-night, I'll marry To-morrow, 
and won't leave you a Groat—Go, Pimp, like a dutiful 
Brother, [ Puſhes him out, and Exit, 


The End of the Third A, 


r. 
SCENE, A Tavern. 


Enter Fireball, hauling in Ciincher. 
Ome, Sir; not drink the King's Health! 
Clin. Pray now, good Captain, excuſe me. 
Look here, Sir; the [Pullins out bis Match.] Critical 
Minute, the critical Minute, faith. 
Fire. What d'ye mean, Sir? 
Clin. The Lady's critical Minute, Sir. — Sir, your 
humble Servant. : 
Fire, Well! the Death of this Spaniſb King will— 
Clin. | Returning.) Eh! What's that of the Span 
King? Lell me, dear Captain, tell me. 
Fire. Sir, if you pleaſe to fit down, I' tell you that 
old Don Carlos is dead. 
Clin. Dead! Nay, then [Sits dowwn.]—Here, Pen and 


Ink, Boy; Pen and Ink preſently ; 1 muſt write to my 
Corres 


Fire. 
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Correſpondent in Wales ſtrait—Dead ! | Rijes and walks 
Fire. What's the Matter, Sir? [ about in Diforger, 
Clin, Politics, Politics, ſtark mad with Politics. 
Fire. *Sdeath, Sir, what have ſuch Fools as you to do 

with Politics ? 

Clin. What, Sir? The Succeſſion.— Not mind the 
Succeſſion | 

Fire. Nay, that's minded already; 'tis ſettled upon 
a Prince of France. 

Cin. What, ſettled already !—The beſt News that 
ever came into Enz/aud. — Come, Captain, faith and 
troth, Captain, here's a Health to the Succeſſion, 

Fire. Burn the Succeſſion, Sir, I won't drink it. — What, 
drink Confuſion to our Trade, Religion, and Liberges ! 

Clinch, Ay, by all Mzans.— As for Trade, d'ye ſee, I'm 
a Gentleman, and hate it mortally. 'Thefe Tradeſmen are 
the moſt impudent Fellows we have, and ſpoil all our good 
Manners. What have we to do with Trade ? 

Fire. A trim Politician, truly !—And what do you think 
of our Religion, pray ? 

Clinch. Hi, hi, hi l Religion l And what has a Gen- 
tleman to do with Religion, pray ?—And to hear a Sea 
Captain talk of Religion! That's pleaſant, faith. 

Fire. And have you no Regard to our Liberties, Sir ? 

Clinch. Pſhaw! Liberties.! that's a Jeſt. We Beaux 
ſhall have Liberty to whore and drink 1n any Government, 
and that's all we care for.— 

Enter Standard, 

Dear Colonel, the rareſt News! 

Stand, Damn your News, Sir; why are you not drunk 
by this ? 

"Clinch, A very civil Queſtion, truly ! 

Staud. Here, Boy, bring in the Brandy Fill. 

Clinch. This is a Piece of Politics that I don't fo well 
comprehend, 

Stand. Here, Sir; now drink it off, or [Draxws.] ex- 
peſt your Throat cut, 

Cliacb. Ay, this comes o'th' Succeſſion ; Fire and Sword 
already, 

Staud. Come, Sir, off with it. 

Clinch, Pray, Colonel, what have I done to be burnt 
alive ? 

L Stand, 


——Uö—ñõ— OY — — _ 


be Sea-fick preſently, 
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Stand. Drink, Sir, I ſay—Brother, manage him, I mutt 
be gone. [ A/ide to Fireball; and Exit. 

Fire. Ay, driak, Sir. 

Clinch. Eh! What the Devil, attack'd both by Sea and 
Land !-—Look ye, Gentlemen, if I mult be poiſon'd, 

ray let me chuſe my own Doſe— Were I a Lord now, I 
ſhou'd have the Privilege of the Block ; and as I'm a Gen- 
tleman, pray ſtifle me with Clazet at leaſt! don't let me 
die like a Bawd, with Brandy. 

Fire. Brandy, you Dog! abuſe Brandy! Flat Treaſon 
againſt the Navy Royal. — Sirrah, I'll teach you to abuſe 
the Fleet Here, Shark— 

Enter Shark. 

Get three or four of the Ship's Crew, and preſs this 
Fellow aboard the Belzebub. 

Sha. Ay, Maſter. [ Exit, 

Clinch. What! aboard the Belz:bub /— Navy, nay, dear 
Captain, I'll chuſe to go to the Devil this Way. Here, 
Sir, your good Health ;—and my own Confuſion, I'm 
afraid. [Drinks it eff. | Oh! Fire! Fire! Flames! Brim- 
ſtone! and Tobacco! ears his Stomach, 

Fire. Here, quench it, quench it then.—Take the 
Glaſs, Sir. 

Clinch. What, another Broadſide ! nay then, I'm ſunk 
downright, —Dear Captain, give me Quarter, conſider the 
preſent juncture of Affairs; you'll ſpoil my Head, ruin my 
Politics ; faith you will, | 

Fire. Here, Shark. 

Clinch. Well, well, I will drink-— The Devil take 
Shark for me. [ Drinis.] Whiz, Buz—Don't you hear it ? 
Put your Ear to my Breait, and hear how it whizzes like 
a hot lron.—Eh ! Bleſs me, how the Ship rolls !—I can't 
ſtand upon my Legs, faith. —Dear Captain, give me a 
Eifſs.—Ay, burnthe Succeſtion. — Look ye, Captain, I ſhall 
[Falls into Fireball's Arms. 

Enter Shark, and another with a Chair. 

Fire. Here, in with him. 

Sha. Ay, ay, Sir — Avaſt, avait— Here, Boy, No 
Nan left.— [Tops the Glaſs. 

Fire. Bring him along. 

Clinch, Politics, Polities, Brandy, Politics! 
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SCENE changes to Lurewell's Apartment. 


Enter Lurewe!l and Parly. 


Lure. Did you ever fee ſuch an impudent young Rogue 
as that Barter ? He follow'd his Brother up and down from 
Place to Place ſo very cloſe, that we cou'd not ſo much as 
whiſper, 

Par. I reckon Sir Harry will diſpoſe him now, Madam, 
where he may be ſecur'd.— Br: I wonder, Madam, why 
Clincber comes not according to his Letter! it is near the 
Hour. 

Lure. | wiſh, Parly, that no Harm may befal me to day; 
f5r I had a moſt frightful Dream laſt Night; I dreamt of a 
Mouſe. 

Par. Tis ſtrange, Madam, you ſhou'd be ſo much afraid 
of that little Creature that can do you no Harm! 

Lure. Look ye, Girl, we Women of Quality have each 
of us ſome darling Fright.— I now hate a Mouſe; my 
Lady Lowecards abhors a Cat; Mrs. Fiddlefan can't bear 
a Squirrel; the Counteſs of Piguet abominates a Frog, 
and my Lady Swimair hates a Man. 

Enter Marquis running. 


Mar. Madam! Madam! Madam! Pardie voyez, 
L' Argent! L'Argent! [ Shews a Bag of Money. 

Lure. As J hope to breathe, he has got it—-Well, but 
bow? How, dear Monſieur ? 

Mar. Ah, Madam! Begar, Monſieur Sir Arry be one 
Pigeaneau—Voyez, Madam ! me did te!l him dat my Bro- 
der in Montpelier did furniſe his Lady wid ten touſan 
Livres for de Expence of her Travaille; and dat ſhe not 
being able to write when ſhe was dying, did give him de 
Picture for de Certificate and de Credential to receive de 
Money from her Huſband. Mark ye! 

Lure. The beſt Plot in the World. — Vou told him, that 
your Brother lent her the Money in France, when her Bills, 
I ſappoſe, were delay'd.—You put in that, I preſume. 

Mar. Ouy, ouy, Madam. 

Lure, And that upon her Death-bed ſhe gave your Bro- 
ther the Picture, as a Certificate to Sir Harry that ſhe had 
receiv'd the Money, which Picture your Brother ſent over 
to you, with Commiſſion to receive the Debt! 

Mar. Afſarement.,—Dere was de Politique, de France 
Politique ! —See, Madam, what he can do, de France Mar- 

quis! 
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quis! He did make de Angliſe Lady cuckle her Huſband 
when ſhe was living, and ſheat him when ſhe was dead, 
Begar: Ha, ha, hal — Oh! Pardie, cet bon. 

Lure. Ah! But what did Sir Harry ſay ? 

Mar. Oh! begar Monſieur Chevalier he love his Vife; 
he ſay, dat if ſhe takes up a Hundre Touſan Livres, he 
wou'd repay it; he knew de Picture, he ſay, and order 
me de Money from his Stewar—Oh, Notre Dame, Mon- 
fieur Sir Ay be one Dupe, 

Lure, Well but, Monſieur, I long to know one Thing, 
Was the Conqueſt you made of his Lady ſo eaſy ? What 
ava did you make? And what Reſiſtance did ſhe 

ew ? 

Mar. Reſiſtance againſt de France Marquis! Voyez! 
Madam ; dere was tree Deux-yeux, one Serenade, and 
two Capre; dat was all, begar. 

Lure. Chatillionte | There's nothing in Nature ſo ſweet 
to a longing Woman, as a malicious Story. — Well, Mon- 
ſieur! *tis about a Thouſand Pounds; we go Snacks, 

Mar. Snacke! Pardie, for what ? why Snacke, Ma- 
dam? Me vill give you de Preſent of Fifty Louis d'Or; 
dat is ver' good Snacke for you. 

Lure. And you'll give me no more? Very well! 

Mar, Ver' well! Yes begar, *ts ver' well. —Conſidre, 
Madam, me be de poor Rue, me nve noting but de 
religious Charite, and de France Politique, de Fruit of 
my own Addreſs ; dat 1s all. 

Lure. Ay, an Object of Charity, with a thouſand Pounds 
in his Fiſt! Emh Oh Monſigur; that's my Huſband, I 
know his knock. | Knecking beltau.] He muſt not fee you, 
Get into the Cloſet till by and by, [Harries him in.] and 
if I don't be reveng'd upon France Politique, then have 
I ao Ei Politique Hang the Money ! I wou'd not 
for twice a thouſand Pounds forbear abuſing this virtuous 
Woman to her Huſband. 
« | Enter Parly. 

Par. *Tis Sir Farry, Madam. 

Lure, As I cou'd wiſh. Chairs! 

Enter Wildair. 

Wild. Here, Mrs. Parly, in the firſt Place J ſacrifice 
a Louis d'Or to thee for good Luck. 

Par. A Guinea, Sir, will do as well. 


Wild. 


r1kee 


Jil. 
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7/i/4. No, no, Child; French Money is always moſt 
ſucceſsful in Bribes, and very much in Faſhion, Child, 
Enter Dicky, and runs to Sir Harry. 

Dick. Sir, will you pleaſe to have your on Night caps? 

Mild. Sirrah! 

Dick. Sir, Sir! ſhall I order your Chair to the Back- 
door by Five o'Clock in the Morning ? 

Wild. The Devil's in the Fellow. Get you gone, 
[Dicky runs out.] Now, dear Madam, I have ſecur'd wy 
Brother, you have diſpos'd of the Colonel, and we'll rail 
at Love till we ha'n't a Word more to ſay. 

Lure. Ay, Sir Harry—Pleaſe to fit a little, Sir.— Vou 
muſt know I'm in a ſtrange Humour of aſking you ſome 
Queſtions. —How did you like your Lady, pray, Sir? 

1d. Like her! Ha, ha, ha!—So very well, faith, that 
for her very Sake I'm in Love with every Woman I meet. 

Lure. And did Matrimony pleaſe you extremely? 

Wild. So very much, that if Polygamy were allowed, 
I wou'd have a new Wife every Day. 

Lure. Oh, Sir Harry! this is Raillery. But your ſeri- 
ous Thoughts vpon the Matter, pray. | 

Wild. Why then, Madam, to give you my true Senti- 
ments of Wedlock: I had a Lady that I marry'd by 
Chance, ſhe was virtuous by Chance, and I lov'd her by 
great Chance, Nature gave her Beauty, Education and 
Air, and Fortune threw a young Fellow of five and twenty 
in her Lap.— I courted her all Day, loy'd ber all Night; 
ſhe was my Miſtreſs one Day, and my Wife another: I 
tound in one the Variety of a Thouſand, and the very 
Confinement of Marriage gave me the Pleaſure of Change; 

Lure, And ſhe was very virtuous ? 

H'ild. Look ye, Madam, you know ſhe was beautiful. 
She had Good-nature about her Mouth, the Smile of 
Beauty in her Cheeks, ſparkling Wit in her Forehead, 
and ſprightly Love in her Eyes. 

Lure. Plhaw! I knew her very well; the Woman was 
well enough. But you don't anfwer my 2 Sir. 

Hild. So, Madam, as I told you before, the was young 
and beautiful, I was rich and vigorous; ray Eſtate gave me 
à Luſtre to my Love, and a Swing to our Enjoyment; round, 
like the Ring that made us one, our golden Pleaſures' 
crcled without End. x 


Vol. I. O 


3 Lure. 
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Lure. Golden Pleaſures! Golden Fiddleſticks! - What 


d'ye tell me of your canting Stuff? Was ſhe virtuous, I ſay? L 
Wild. Ready to burſt with Envy; but I will torment Fren 
thee a little. [#/de.] So, Madam, I powder'd to pleaſe 15 
her, ſhe dreſs'd to engage me; we toy'd away the Morn. Pled 
ing in amorous Nonſenſe, loll'd away the Evening in the that 
Park, or the Play-houſe, and all the Night— Hem ! of y 
Lure Look ye, Sir, anſwer my Queſtion, or I ſhall 8 
f take it ill. L. 
Hild. Then, Madam, there was never ſuch a Pattern Pl 
of Unity.—-Her Wants were ſtill prevented by my Sup. ry 
plies; my own Heart whiſper'd me her Deſires, cauſe L 
ſhe herſelf was there; no Contention ever roſe, but the I by 
dear ſtrife of who ſhou'd moſt oblige ; no Noiſe about 7 


Authority ; for neither would ſtoop to command, cauſe 
both thought it Glory to obey. . ; 

Lure. Stuff! Stuff! Stuff I won't believe a Word on't, | Sir. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Then, Madam, we never felt the 
Yoke of Matrimony, becauſe our Inclinations made us one; 
a Power ſuperior to the Forms of Wedlock. The Marriage 
Torch had loſt its weaker Light in the bright Flame of han 


mutual Love that join'd our Hearts before, Then—— Eyes 
Lure. Hold, hold, Sir; I cannot bear it; Sir Aariy, oi 
ow 


I'm affronted, 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Affronted! 3 Li 


Lure. Yes, Sir; it, is an Aﬀront to any Woman to but! 
hear another commended ; and I will reſent it. In WW 
ſhort, Sir Harry, your Wife was a Lu 


IW ld. Buz, Madam—No Detraction — I'll tell you what W 
ſhe was.—So much an Angel in her Conduct, that tho“! Lu 
ſaw another in her Arms, I ſhou'd have thought the Devil | 
had rais'd the Phantom, and my more conſcious Reaſon foriek 
had given my Eyes the Lye, | 

Lure. Very well! Then I a'n't to be believ'd, it ſeems, the 
— But d'ye hear, Sir? 
Mila. Nay, Madam, do you hear? I tell you, it is ſtopt 


= 


not in the Power of Malice to caſt a Blot upon her that 
Fame; and tho* the Vanity of our Sex, and the Envy hide 
of yours, conſpir'd beth againſt her Honour, I wou'd abou 
not hear a Syllable. [Stopping his Ears ITrie. 

Lure. Why then, as I hope te breathe, you al! hear Back 
it - The Picture! the Picture! the Picture! [ Bawling albud. my L 


Wild. Ran, tan, tan. A Piſtol- bullet from Eur to Ear. does 
| Lari. 
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Lure. That Picture which you had juſt now from the 
French Marquis for a thouſand: Pounds; that very Picture 
did your very virtuous Wife ſend to the Marquis as a 
Pledge of her very virtuous and dying Affection. So 
that you are both robb'd of your Honour, and cheated 
of your Money. { A'cud. 

Wild. Londer, louder, Madam. 

Lure. I tell you, Sir, your Wife was a jilt; I know it, 
T'll ſwear it.— She virtuous ! She was a Devil. 

Wild. [ Sings.] Tal, lal, deral. 

Lure, Was ever the like ſeen! He won't hear me 
J burft with Malice, and now he won't mind me 
Won't you hear me yet ? 

Mild. No, no, Madam. 

Lure. Nay, then I can't bear it. [ Burfts out a crying. ] — 
Sir, I muſt ſay that you're an unworthy Perſon, to uſe a 
Woman of Quality at this Rate, when ſhe has her Heart 
full of Malice; I don't know but it may make me mit- 
carry. Sir, I ſay again and again, that ſhe was no better 
than one of us, and I know it; I have ſeen it with my 
Eyes, ſo I have. 

Wild. Good Heav'ns deliver me, 
How ſhall I *ſcape ? | 

Lure. Will you not hear me yet ? Dear, Sir Harry, de 
but hear me; I'm longing to ſpeak. 

Wild. Oh! I have it Huth, huſh, huſh! 

Lure. Eh ! What's the Matter ? 

Wild. A Mouſe! a Mouſe! a Mouſe! 

Lure, Where? where? where? 

Wild. Your Petticoats, your Petticoats, Madam! [Lure. 
ſhriebs and runs. ] O my Head ! I was never worſted by a 
Woman before—But I have heard fo much as to know 
the Marguis to be a Villain. | Knocking. ] Nay then, I 
muſt run for't. [Runs cut, and returns. |-— The Fntry is 
ſtopt by a Chair coming in; and ſomething there is in 
that Chair that I will diſcover, if I can find a Place to 
hide myſelf. { Goes to the Cleſet-door.] Faſt! I have Keys 
about me for moſt Locks about St. James's Let me ſee—- 
{Tries one Key, I— No, no; this opens my Lady Planthorr's 
Back-door,—{ Tries another.] Nor this ;-this is the Key to 
my Lady Staten s Garden. | Tries a Third.] Ay, ay, this 
does it, faith, [ Gees into the Claſet, and peeps out. 

O 2 Euter 


I beſeech thee. 
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Enter Shark and another, with Clincher in a Chair ; Parly, 


Par. Hold, hold, Friend; who gave you Orders 10 
lug in your dirty Chair into the Houſe ? 

Sha. My Mafter, Sweet-heart. 

Par. Who 1s your Maſter, Impudence ? 

Sha. Every Body, Sauce-box.— And for the preſent 

here's my Maſter! and if you have any Thing to ſay to 
| him, there he is for ye. [Lugs Clincher out of the Chair, 
and throws him upon the F nh, Steer away, Tom. 

Wild. What the Devil, Mr. Jubilee, is it you? 

Par. Bleſs me! the Gentleman's dead! Murder! 
Murder! 

Enter Lure well. 

Lure. Protect me! What's the matter, Clincher 2 

Par. Mr. Clincher, are you dead, Sir ? 

Clin. Yes. | 

Lure Oh! then it is well enough—Are you drunk, Sir? 

Clin. No. 

Lure, Well! certainly I'm the moſt unfortunate 
Woman living: All my Affairs, all my Defigns, all 
my Intrigues, miſcarry,-Faugh! the Beaſt! But, Sit, 
what's the matter with you ? - 

Clin. Politics. | | 

Par. Where have you been, Sir ? 

Clin. Shark ! 

Lure. What ſhall we do with him, Parly ? If the Co- 
lonel ſhou'd come home now, we were ruin'd. 
Enter Standard. 
Oh, inevitable Deſtruction! 
20d. Ay, ay; unleſs I relieve her now, all the World 
can't ſave her, | 

Stand. Bleſs me! What's here? Who are you, Sir? 

Clin. Brandy. 

Stand. See there, Madam !—Behold the Man that you 
prefer to me! And ſuch as He are all thoſe Fop-Gallants 
that daily haunt my Houſe, ruin your Honour, and dil- 
turb my Quiet. —I urge not the ſacred Bond of Marriage; 
Ill wave your earneſt Vows of Truth to me, and only 
lay the Caſe in equal Balance; and ſee whoſe Merit 
bears the greater Weight, his, or mine, 

Wild. Well argu'd, Colonel. 

; Stand. 
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Sand. Suppoſe yourſelf freely diſengag'd, unmarry'd, 
end to make a Choice of him you thought moſt worthy of 
your Love; wou'd you prefer a Brute? a Monkey? one 
ceſtin'd only for the Sport of Man ? — Ves; take him to 
rour Bed; there let the Beaſt diſgorge his fulſome Load 
in your fair, lovely Boſom, ſnhore out his Paſhon in your 
ſoft Embrace, and with the Vapours of his fick Debauch, 
perfume your ſweet Apartment, | 

Lure. Ah nauſeous! nauſcous ! Poifon ! 

Stand. I ne'er was taught to ſet a Value on myſelf: 
But when compar'd to him, there Modeſty muſt ſtoop, 
and Indignation give my Words a Looſe, to tell you, 
Madam, that I am a Man unblemiſh'd in my Honour, have 
nobly ſerv'd my King and Country; and for a Lady's 
Service, I think that Nature has not been defective 
Mid. Egad, I ſhou'd think fo too; the Fellow's well made. 

Stand. I'm young as he, my Perſon too as fair to out- 
ward View; and for my Mind, I thought it cou'd dif- 
tinguiſh right, and therefore made a Choice of you 
Your Sex have bleis'd our Ifle with Beauty, by diſtant 
Nations priz'd ; and cou'd they place their Loves aright, 
their Lovers might acquire the Envy of Mankind, as 
well as they the Wonder of the Worb. 

Wild. Ab, now he coaxes—He will corquer, unleſs I 
relieve her in Time ; ſhe begins to melt already, 

Stand. Add to all this, I love you next to Heav'n; and 
by that Heav'n I ſwear, the conſtant Study of my Days 
and Nights have been to pleaſe my deareſt Wife. Your Plea- 
ſure never met Controul from me, nor your Deſires a Frown. 
—[ never mention'd my Diſtruſt before, nor will I now 
wrong your Diſcretion, ſo as e'er to think you made him 
an Appointment. 

Lure, Generous, generous Man { [ Weeps. 
Mila. Nay, then *us Time for me; I will reheve her.— 
He fteals out of the Clojet, and coming behind Standard, claps 
tim on the Shoulder.) Colonel, your humble Servant. 

Stand. Sir Harry, how came-you hither ? | 

Wild. Ah, poor Fellow! Thou haſt got thy Load 
with a Witneſs; but the Wine was humming ſtrong ; 


I have got a Touch on't myielf. [ Reels a litile. 
Stand. Wine, Sir Harry / What Wine? 
O 3 Wild. 


N 
| 
* 
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id. Why, 'twas new Burgundy, heady Stuff. But 
the Dog was ſoon gone, knock'd under preſently. 

Stand, What, then Mr. Clincher was with you, it 
feems* Eh! 3 ; 

Wild. Les faith, we have been together all this After. 
noon: *Tis a pleaſant fooliſh Fellow. He would needs give 
me a Welcome to Town, on Pretence of hearing all the 
News from the Jubilee. The Humour was new to me; fo to'r 
we went.—But 'tis a weak-headed Coxcomb! two or three 
Bumpers did his Bufineſs, — Ah, Madam! What do ! 
deſerve for this ? Lu to Lurewell, 

Lure. Look ye there, Sir; you ſee how Sir Harry hes 
clear'd my Innocence—['m oblig'd t'ye, Sir; but I muſt 
leave you to make it out. [To Wild. and Ex. 


Stand. Ves, yes; he has clear'd you wonderfully, 


But, pray, Sir—I ſuppoſe you can inform me how Mr, 
Clincher came into my Houſe? Eh! | 


Wild. Ay: Why you muſt know that the Fool got 


preſently as drunk as a Drum; ſo I had him tumbled 
Into a Chair, and ordered the Fellows to carry him home, 


Now you muft know, he lodges but three Doors off; but 


the Boobies, ic ſeems, miſtook the Door, and brought 
nim in e, like 4 Brace of Loggerneads. | 
Stand. O yes; ſad Loggerheads, to miſtake a Door in 


Fames-Street for a Houſe in Covent- Garden Here 


Enter Servants. 
Take away that Brute. [ Servants carry off Clincher, 
And you ſay *twas new Burgundy, Sir Harry, very ſtrong. 
Wild. Egad, there is ſome Trick in this Matter, and [ ſhall 
be diſcover'd [ 4/de.] Ay, Colonel; but I muſt be gone: I'm 


engag' d to meet - Colonel, I'm your humble Servant. Going. 


Stand. But, Sir Harry, where's your Hat, Sir? 

. Oh Morblen! Theſe Hats, Gloves, Canes, 
and Swords, are the Ruin of all our Deſigns, [ Aide. 

Stand. But where's you Hat, Sir Harry? 

Wild. I'll never intrigue again with any Thing about 
me but what is juſt bound to my Body, How ſhall I 
come off? Hark ye, Colonel, in your Ear; I 


would not have your Lady hear it. — You muſt know, 


juſt as I came into the Room here, what ſhou'd I ſpy but 

a great Mouſe running, acroſs that Cloſet-door : I took 

no notice, for fear your Lady ſhould be frighted, _ 
wit 
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with all my Force (d'ye ſee) I lung my Hat at it, and ſo 
threw it into the Cloſet, and there it hes, 

Stand. And ſo, thinking to kill the Mouſe, you flung 
your Hat into that Cloſet. 

Wild. Ay, ay; that was all. I'll go fetch it. 

Stand. No, Sir Harry, I'll bring it out, 

[ Gees inte the Claſet. 

Wild, Now have I told a Matter of twenty Lies in a 
Breath, 

Stand, Sir Harry! Is this the Mouſe that you threw your 
Hat at ? [Standard comes in with the Hat in one Hand, 

and hawling in the Marquis with the other. 
7d. I'm amaz'd ! | 

Mar. Pardie, I'm amaze too. 

Sand, Look'e, Monſieur Marquis, as for your Part, I 
mall cut your Throat, Sir. 

1 d. Give me Leave, I muſt cut his Throat firſt. | 

Mar. Vat! Bote cut my Troat! Begar, Meſſieurs, I 
ave but one Troat. 9 5 

» Enter Parly, and runs to Standard. 

Par. Sir, the Monſieur is innocent; he came upen 
another Neſign, My Lady begins to be penitent, and, 
if you make any Noiſe, 'twill ſpoil all. 

Stand. Look'e, Gentlemen, I have too great a Confi- 
dence in the Virtue of my Wife, to think it in the Power 
of you, or you, Sir, to wrong my Honour: But I am 
bound to guard her Reputation, ſo that no Attempts be 
made that may provoke a Scandal. Therefore, Gentle- 
men, let me tell you, it is Time to deſiſt. [ Exits 

Wild. Ay, ay; ſo it is, faith. Come, Monſieur, I muſt 
talk with you, Sir. IExeun 


77 | 
1 V. 
SCENE, Standard's Houſe, 


Enter Standard and Fireball. 


Stand. IN ſhort, Brother, a Man may talk till Doom 
day of Sin, Hell, and Damnation : But your 
Rhetoric will ne'er convince a Lady that there's any Thing 
ct a Devil in a handſome Fellow with a fine Coat. You 
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muſt ſhew the Cloven-foot, expoſe the Brute, as I have 
done ; and tho? her Virtue ſleeps, her Pride will ſurely 
take th' Alarm. | 
Fire. Ay, but if you had let me cut off one of the 
Rogue's Ears before you ſent him away | 
Stand. No, no; the Fool has ſerv'd my Turn. without 
the Scandal of a public Reſentment; and the Effect has 
ſewn that my Defign was right: Ive touch'd her very 
Heart, and ſhe relents apace. 
Enter Lurewell running. 
. Lure. Oh! my Dear, ſave me! I'm frighted out of my 
ife, 
Fire. Blood and Fire! Madam, who dare touch you ? 
| | [ Draws his Sword and jtands before her, 
Lure. Oh, Sir! a Ghoſt ! a Ghoſt ! J have ſeen it twice. 
Fire. Nay then, we Soldiers have nothing to do with 
Ghoſis ; ſend for the Parſon. I Sheaths his Sword, 
Stand. Tis Fancy, my Dear, nothing but Fancy. 
Lure. Oh dear Colonel ! I'll never lie alone again: I'm 
frighted to Death; I ſaw it twice; twice it ſtalk'd by my 
Chamber-door, and with a hollow Voice utter'd a piteous 
Groan, 
Stand. This is ſtrange ! Ghoſts by Day light! - Come, 
my Dear, along with me; don't ſhrink, we'll ſee to find 
this Ghoſt, [ Excunt, 


SCENE changes to the Street, 
Enter Wildair, Marquis, and Dicky. 

Wild. Dicky ? | | 

Dick. Sir. 

Wild. Do you remember any Thing of a Thouſand 
Pounds lent to my Wife in Montpelier by a French Gentle- 
man ? 26 

Mar. Ouy, Monſieur Dicky, you remembre de Gentle- 
man, he was one Marquis. 

Dick. Marqui, Sir ! I think, for my Part, that all the 
Men in France are Marqui's. We met above a thouſand 
Marqui's, but the Devil of one of 'em could lend a Thou- 
ſand Pence, much leſs a Thouſand Pounds. 

Mar. Morbleu, qui dit vous, Bougre le Chien ? 

Wild. Hold, Sir, pray anſwer me one Queſtion— What 
made you fly your Country ? | 5 
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Mar. My Religion, Monſieur. 

Wild. So you fled for your Religion out of France ; and 
are a downright Atheiſt in England? A very tender 
Conſcience truly ! 

Mar. Begar, Monſieur, my Conſcience be de ver” ten- 
dre; he no ſuffre his Maſtte to ſtarve, pardie. 

Mild. Come, Sir, no Ceremony; refund. 

Mar. Refunde ! Vat is dat refunde ? Parlez Frarngots, 
Monſieur? 

Mild. No, Sir; I tell you in plain Eng/if, return my 
Money, or ÞIll lay you by the Heels. 

Mar. Oh! Bega dere is de Anglis-man now. Dere is 
de Law for me. De Law! Ecoute, Monfieur Sir Arry—» 
Voyez ſa—De France Marquis ſcorn de Law. My Broder 
lend your Vite de Money, and here is my Witneſs. 

; [ Draws. 

Wild. Your Evidence, Sir, is very poſitive, and ſhall 
be examin'd ; but this is no Place to try the Cauſe ; we'll 
croſs the Park into the Fields; you ſhall throw down the 
Money between us, and the beſt Title, upon a fair Hear- 
ing, ſhall take it up —Allons ! 

Mar. Oh! de tout mon Cœur—Allons! Fient à la 
Tate, begar. [ Exits 


SCENE, Lurewell's Apartment. 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 


Lure. Pſhaw! I'm ſuch a frighted Fool! ”T'was nothing 
but a Fancy—Come, Parly, get me Pen and Ink, PII di- 
vert it. Sir Harry ſhall know what a Wife he had, I'm 
reſolv'd. Tho' he wou'd not hear me ſpeak, he'll read 
my Letter ſure. . [ Sits down to Wrilts 

Ghoſt, from within. —Hold ! 

Lure. Protect me !— Parly, don't leave me.— But I won't 
mind 1t. 

Ge. Hold! 

Lure. Defend me! Don't you hear a Voice? 

Par. I thought ſo, Madam. | 

Lure. It call'd, Hold! I'll venture once more. 

[ Sits down ts curite. 

Ghoſt. Diſturb no more the Quiet of the Dead, 

Lyre, Now it is plain, I heard the Words. 
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* Par. Deliver us, Madam, and forgive us our Sins! 
Whar is it ? — 
Ghoft enters, Lurewell and Parly foriek, and run to a Corner 
| of the Stage. 
Gho/?. Behold the airy Form of wrong'd Angelica, 
Forc'd from the Shades below tovindicateher Fame. 
Forbear, malicious Woman, thus to load 
With ſcandalous Reproach the Grave of Innocence. 
Repent, vain Woman! 
Thy Matrimonial Vow is regiſter'd above, 
And all the Breaches of that ſolemn Faith 
Are regiſter'd below, Pm ſent to warn thee to 
repent. | 
Forbear to wrong thy. injur'd Hvſband's Bed, 
Diſturb no more the Quiet of the Dead. [Stalks of; 
[Lurewell /avoons, and Parly ſupports her. 
Par. Help! help! help! 
- Enter Standard and Fireball. 

Stand. Bleſs us! What, fainting ! What's the Matter? 

Fire, Breeding, breeding, Sir. 

Par. Ob, Sir! we're frighte& to Death; here has 
been the Ghoſt again. 

Stand. Ghoſt! Why you're mad, ſure! What Ghoſt ? 

Par. The Ghoſt of Angelica, Sir Harry MWilair's Wife. 

Stand. elica ! 

Par. Yes, Sir; and here it preach'd to us the Lord 
knows what, and murder'd my Miſtreſs with mere Morals, 

Fire. A good Hearing, Sir; *twill do her good, 

Stand. Take ker in, Parly. [Parly lags out Lurewell.] 
What can this mean, Brother ? | ; 

Fire, The Meaning's plain. "There's a Defign of Com- 
munication between your Wife and Sir Harry; ſo his 
Wife is come to forbid the Bans, that's all. 

Stand. No, no, Brother. If I may be induc'd to believe 
the walking of Gholls, I rather fancy that the rattle-head- 
ed Fellow her Huſband has broke the poor Lady's Heart; 
w hich, together with the Indignity of her Burial, has 
made her uneaſy, in her Grave.—But whatever be the 
Caule, it's fit we immediately find out Sir Harry, and 


inform him. [Exeunt, 
| SCENE, the Park. W 26d 
Company walking; Wildair and Marquis paſing haſith 
; over the Stage, one calls, 


Lerd, Sir Harm. 


Wild 
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Wild. My Lord? —Monfieur, I'll follow you, Sir. 

[ Exit, Marquis. 

Lo. I muſt talk with you, Sir. 

Wild. Pray, my Lord, let it be very ſhort, for I was 
never in more Haſte in my Life. | 

Lo. May I preſume, Sir, to enquire the Cauſe that 
detain'd you ſo late laſt Night at my Houſe ? 

Wild. More Miſchief again !—Perhaps, my Lord, I 
may not preſume to inform you. 

Lo. Then perhaps, Sir, I may preſume to extort it 
from you. 

Wild. Look ye, my Lord, don't frown; it ſpoils 
your Face. —But if you muſt know, ygur Lady owes me 
wo hundied Guineas, and that Sum I will preſume to 
extort from your Lordſhip, 

Lo. Two hundred Guineas | Have you any Thing to 
ſhew for it ? | 

Hild. Ha, ha, ha! Shew for it, my Lord, I ſhew'd 
Quint and Quatorz for it; and toa Man of Honour, 
that's as firm as a Bond and judgment. 

Lo. Come, Sir, this won*t paſs upon'me; I'm a Man 
of Honour. ; 

Wild. Honour! Ha, ha, ha!—'Tis very ſtrange that 
ſome Men, tho' their Education be never ſo gallant, 
will ne'er learn Breeding l Look ye, my Lord, when you 
and I were under the Tuition of our Governors, and 
convers'd only with old Cicero, Livy, Virgil, Plutarch, 
and the like; why then ſuch a Man was a Villain, and 
ſuch a one was a Man of Honour : But now, that I have 
known the Court, a little of what they call the Beaumonde, 
and the Belle-eprit, I find that Honour looks as ridiculous 
as Roman Buſkins upon your Lordſhip, or my full Pe- 
ruke upon Scipio Africanus. 

Lo. Why ſhould you think ſo, Sir? : 

Wild. Becauſe the World's improv'd, my Lord, and 
we find that this Honour is a very troubleſome and 1m- 
pertinent Thing—Can't we live together like good 
Neighbours and Chriſtians, as they do in France? 1 
lend you my Coach, I borrow yours; you dine with me, 
] ſup with you; I lie with your Wife, and you lie with 
mine. Honour l That's ſuch an Impertinence Pray, 
my. Lord, hear me. What does your Honour think of 
murdering your Friend's Reputation; making a Jeſt of 
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his Misfortunes; cheating him at Cards; debauching 
his Bed; or the like ? 

Lo. Why rank Villainy, 

I1/i1d. Pih! Piſh! Nothing but good Manners; Exceſs 
of good Manners. Why you ha'n't been at Court lately, 
There *tis the only Practice to ſhew our Wit and Breeding — 
As for loſtance : Your Friend reflects upon you when abſent, 
becauſe tis good Manners; rallies you when preſent, be- 


cauſe *ttz witty ; cheats you at Piquet, to ſhow he has been 


in France; and lies with your Wife, to (hew he's a Man 
of Quality, 

Lo. Very well, Sir, | 

Wild. In ſhort, my Lord, you have a wrong Notion of 
Things, Shou'd a Man with a handſome Wife revenge all 
Affronts done to his Honour, poor White, Chaves, Morris, 
Locket, Pawlet and Pontack, were utterly ruin'd. 

— How ſo, Sit? 

1d. Becauſe, my Lord, you muſt run all their Cuſtomers 

. through the Body. Were it not for abuſing your 


Men of Honour, Taverns and Chocolate- Houſes cou'd not 


ſobſiſt; and were there but a round Fax laid upon Scandal 
and falſe Politics, we Men of Figure wou'd find it mucty 
heavier than four Shillings in the Pound. — Come, come, 
my Lord, no more on't, for Shame; your Honour is ſafe 
anough, for | have the Key of its Back- door in my Pocket. 

En F 


Le, Sir, | ſhall meet you another Time. Exit. 
SCENE, the Fields. 


Zntier Marquis ævitô a Servant carrying Beg bring Equipage, 
Pumps, Cap, &c. He dat, bimjelf accordingly, and 
Hour iſhes about, 1/8 Frage. 

Mar. Sa, ſa, fa, fient a la Tate. Sa, Embaracade : Quart 
far redouble. Hey ! 

Enser Wildair. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! the Devil! Muſt I fight with a 
Tumbler ? Theſe French are as great Fops in, their Qarrels, 
as in their Agnours. 

Mar. Allons! Allans ! Stripe, ftripe ! 

Wild: No, no, Sir, I never ſtrip to engage a Man; I fight: 
as I dance. Come, Sir, down with the Money. 

Mar. Dere it is, pardie. 

k (Lays. down the Bag between em, 

Allons 


Euer 
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| Enter Dicky, and gives Wildair à Gun, 
Morbleu ! que a ? 

Mild. Now, Monſieur, if you offer to ſtir, I'll ſhoot you 
through the Head. —Dichy, take up the Money, and carry 
it home, | | 

Dick, Here it is, faith: And if my Maſter be kill'd, the 


Money's my own. 


Mar. Oh Morbleu! de Anglis-man be one Coward. 


Vid. Ha, ba, ha! Where is your French Politique, now? 
Come, Monſieur, you muſt know I ſcorn to fight any Man 
for my own; but now we're upon the Level; and fince 
you have been at the Trouble of putting on your Habili- 
ments, I muſt requite your Pains, So come on, Sir. 

[ Lays down the Gun, and uſes his Sword. 

Mar. Come on! For war, wen de Money is gone ? De 
France-man fight were dere is no Profit ! Pardonnez moy, 
pardie. [ Sits dowwn to pull off bis Pumps, 

Wild. Hold, hold, Sir; you muſt fight. Tell me how 
you came by this Picture: 

Mar. ¶ Starting up.] Wy den, begar, Monſieur Chevalier, 
fince de Money be gone, me will ſpeak de veritie :—Pardie, 
Monſieur, me did make de Cuckle of you, and your Vite 
ſend me de Picture for my Pain. 

7d. Look ye, Sir, if I thought you had Merit enough 

to gain a Lady's Heart from me, I wou'd ſhake Hands im- 

mediately, and be Friends: But as | believe you to be a 

vain ſcandalous Liar, I'll cut your Throat. [T hey fights 
Enter Standard and Fireball, be part em. 

Stand. Hold, hold, Gentlemen. — Brother, ſecure the 
Marquis — Come, Sir Harry, put up; I have ſomething 
to ſay to you very ſerious. : 

Wild. Say it quickly then; for I am a little out of Hu- 
mour, and want ſomething to make me laugh. 

[As they talk, Marquis dreſſes, and Fireball helps bim. 

Sand. Will what's very ſerious make you laugh? 

Wild. Moſt of all. 
Sand. Plhaw! Pray, Ar Harry, tell me what made you 
leave your Wife ? | | 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! I knew ic—— Pray, Colonel, what 
makes you ftay with your Wife ? 

Stand. Nay, but pray anſwer me directly; I beg it as a 
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Wild. Why then, Colonel, you muſt know we were a 


Pair of the moſt happy, toying, fooliſh People in the World, 


till ſhe got, I don't know how, a Crotchet of Jealouſy in her 
Head. This made her frumpiſh; but we had ne'er an 
angry Word: She only fell a crying over Night, and [ 
went for Italy next Morning. — But pray no more on't.— 
Are you hurt, Monſieur? 
Stand. But, Sir Harry, you'll be ſerious when I tell you 
that her Ghoſt appears. 
Wild. Her Ghoſt ! Ha, ha, ha! That's pleaſant, faith. 
Stand. As ſure as Fate, it walks in my Hpuſe. 
Wild. In your Houſe! Come along, Colonel; by the 
Lard I'll kifs it. [ Exeunt Wild. and Stand. 
Mar. Monſieur le Captain, Adieu. 
Fire. Adieu! No, Sir, you ſhall follow Sir Harry. 
Mar. For wat ? 8 
Fire. For, what! Why d'ye think Fm ſuch a Rogue as 
to part a Couple of Gentlemen when they're fighting, and 
not ſee em make an End on't: I think it a leſs Sin to 
part Man and Wife. Come along, Sir. 
(Exit, pulling Monſieur. 


SCENE, Standard's Hou/e. 


Euler Wildair and Standard. | 


Vila. Well then; this, it ſeems, is the inchanted Cham- 
ber. The Ghoſt has pitch'd upon a handſome Apartment 
however.—-Well, Colonel, when do you intend to begin ? 

Stand. What, Sir ? | 

Wild. To laugh at me; I know you deſign it. 

Stand. Ha | By all that's powerful, there it is. 


Ghoſt walks croſs the Stage. 


Wild. The Devil it is-—Emh! Blood, I'll fpeak to't.— 
Vous, Mademoiſelle Ghoſt, parlez. vous Frangois ?—No ! 
Hark ye, Mrs Ghoſt, will your Ladyſhip be pleas'd to in- 
form us who you are, that we may pay you the Reſpect due 
to your Quality. 8 relurns. 

Ghoſt. Jam the Spirit of thy departed Wife. | 

Wild. Are you, faith! Why then here's the Body of thy 
living Huſband, and ſtand me if you dare. [Runs to her, 
and embraces her. I— Ha! *tis Subſtance, I'm ſure.— But hold, 


Lady 
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Lady Ghoſt, ſtand off a little, and tell me in good Earneſt 
now, Whether you are alive or dead. 

Ang. [Throwing off ber Shrowd.|— Alive! alive ! [Runs 
and throws her Arms abut bis Neck.) and never liv'd ſo much 
as in this Moment, | : 

Wild. What J'ye think of the Ghoſt now, Colonel? [She 
hangs upon him. 1s it not a very loving Ghoſt ? 

Stand, Amazement ! 

Wild. Ay, 'tis Amazement, truly. — Look ye, Madam, F 
hate to converſe ſo familiarly with Spirits: Pray keep your 
Diſtance. 

Ang. I am alive, indeed I am. | 

Hild. I don't believe a Word on't. [ Mowing away. 

. Stand. Sir Harry, you're more afraid now than before. 
d. Ay, moſt Men are more afraid of a living Wife 
than a dead one. | 

Stund. Tis good Manners to leave you together hows 
Ever. [ Exits 

Ang. *Tis unkind, my Dear, after ſo long and tedious an 
Abſence, to act the Stranger ſo. I now ſhall die in earneſt, 
and muſt for ever vaniſh from your Sight. 

[ Yeeping and going. 

Mild. Hold, hold, Madam. Don't be angry, my Dear 3 
you took me unprovided : Had you but ſent me Word of 
your coming, I had got three or four Speeches out of 
Oroonoko and the Mow ning-Bride upon this Occaſion, that 
wou'd have charm'd your very Heart. But we'll do as well 
as we can; I'll have the Muſic from both Houſes ; Pals 
and Locker ſhall contrive for our Taſte; we'll charm ours 
with Abel's Voice; feaſt our Eyes with one another; and 
thus, with all our Senſes tun'd to Love, we'll hurl off our 
Cloaths, leap into Bed, and there—Look ye, Madam, if I 
don't welcome you home with Raptures more natural, and 
more moving, than all the Plays in Chriftenaom——I'll fay no 
more, | 

Ang. As mad as ever. 

Wild. But eaſe my Wonder firſt, and let me know the 
Riddle of your Death. 

Ang. Your unkind Departure hence, and your avoiding 
me abroad, made me relolve, fince I cou'd not live with 
you, to die to all the World beſides: I fancy d, that tho' it 
exceeded the Force of Love, yet che Power of Grief perhaps 
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might change your Humour, and therefore had it given out 
that I dy'd in France; my Sickneſs at Montpelier, which in- 
deed was next to Death, and the Affront offer'd to the Body 
of our Ambaſſador's Chaplain at Paris conduc'd to have 
my Burial private. This deceiv'd my Retinue; and by the 
Aſſiſtance of my Woman, and your faithful Servant, I got 
into Man's Cloaths, came home into England, and ſent him 
to obſerve your Motions abroad, with Orders not to unde- 
ceive you till your Return—Here I met you in the Quality 
of Beau Banter, your buſy Brother, under which Diſguiſe [ 
have ciſappointed your Deſign upon my Lady Lurewell; and, 
in the Form of a Ghoſt, have reveng'd the Scandal ſhe this 
Day threw upon me, and have frighted her ſufficiently from 
lying alone. I did reſolve to have frighted you likewiſe, 
but you were too hard for me. 

Wild. How weak, how ſqueamiſh, and how fearful are 
Women, when they want to be humour'd ! and how ex- 
travagant, how daring, and how provoking, when they get 
the impertinent Maggot in their Head! — But by what 
Means, my Dear, could you purchaſe this double Diſguiſe ? 
How came you by my Letter to my Brother ? 

Ang. By intercepting all your Letters ſince I came home. 
But for my ghoſtly Contrivance, good Mrs. Parly (mov'd 
by the Juſtneſs of my Cauſe, and a Bribe) was my chief 
Engineer. 

4 Enter Fireball and Marquis. 

Fire. Sir Harry, if you have a Mind to fight it out, there's 
your Man; if not, I have diſcharg'd my 1 ruft. 

: Wild. Oh, Monſieur! Won't you ſalute your Miſtreſs, 
_ By 

Mar. Oh, Morbleu! Begar me muſt run to ſome oder 
Country now for my Religion. 

Ang. Oh ! what the French Marquis! I know him. 

Wild. Ay, ay, my Dear, you do know him, and I can't 
be angry, becauſe 'tis the Faſhion for Ladies to know every 
Body: But methinks, Madam, that Picture now! Hang it, 
confidering ' twas my Gift, you might have kept it But no 
matter; my Neighbours ſhall pay for't. 

Ang. Picture, my Dear! Cou'd you think I e'er wou'd 
— with that? No; of all my Jewels, this alone I kept, 


twas given by you. [ Shews the Picture. 
Wild, 
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Wild. Eh ! Wonderful !—And what's this? 
[Pulling out t'other Picture. 


Ang. They're very much alike. 
Mild. So alike, that one might fairly paſs for other. — 


Monſieur Marquis, ecouz# — You did lie wid my Vite, and 


ſhe did give you de Picture for your Pain. Eh! Come, Sir, 
add to your France Politique a little of your Native Impu- 
dence, and tell us plainly how you came by't. 

Mar. Begar, Monſieur Chevalier, wen de France-man can 
tell no more Lie, den vill he tell Trute. — I was acquaint 
wid de Paintre dat draw your Lady's Picture, an give him 
ten Piſtole for de Copy.— An ſo me ave de Picture of all de 
Beauty in Landon; and by dis Politique, me ave de Reputa- 
tion to lie wid dem all. | 

Mild. When perhaps your Pleaſure never reach'd above a 
Pit- Maſque in your Life. 

Mar. Au begar, for dat Matre, de Natre of Women, a 
Pit-iViaſyue is as good as de beit. De Pleaſure is noting, 
de Glory 1s all, Alamode de France, Struts outs 

Wild. Go thy ways for a true Pattern of the Vanity, Im- 


pertinence, Subtlety, and the Oſtentation of thy Country. 


— Look ye, Captain, give me thy Hand; once I was a 
Friend to France; but henceforth I promiſe to ſacrifice my 
Faſhions, Coaches, Wigs, and Vanity, to Horſes, Arms, 
and Equipage, and ſerve my King in propria Perſona, to pro- 
mote a vigorous War, if there be Occaſton. 

Fire. Bravely ſaid, Sir Harry: And if all the Beaux in 
the Side- boxes were of your Mind, we would fend 'em back 
their L' Abbe, and Balen, and ſhew em a new Dance, to the 
Tune of Harry the Fifth. | 

Enter Standard, Lurewell, Dicky and Parly. 

Vill. Oh Colonel! Such Diſcovertes ! 

Stand. Sir, | have heard all from your Servant; honeſt 
Dicky has told me the whole Story. 


Wild. Why then let Dicky run for the Fiddles immediately. | 


Dick. Oh, Sir; I knew what it would come to; they're 
here already, Sir. 3 
Hild. Then, Colonel, we'll have a new Wedding, and 
begin it with a Dance Strike up. [ Dance here, 
Stand. Now, Sir Harry, we have retriev'd our Wives; 
yours from Death, and mine from the Devil ; and they are 
at preſent very honeſt» But how ſhall ſhe keep em fo Y | 
\ Age 
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Ang. By being good Huſbands, Sir; and the great Secret 
for keeping Matters right in Wedlock, is never is quarrel 
with your Wives for Trifles: For we are but Babies at beſt, 
and muſt have our Play things, our Longings, our Vapours, 
our Frights, our Monkies, our China, our Faſhions, our 
Waſhes, our Patches, our Waters, our Tattle and Imper- 
tinence; therefore, | ſay, tis better to let a Woman play 


the Fool, than provoke her to play the Devil. 


Lure, And another Rule, Gentleman, let me adviſe yon 
to obſerve; never to be jealous; or if you ſhou'd, be ſure 
pever to let your Wife think you ſuſpect her; for we are 
more rettrain'd by the Scandal of the Lewdnets, than by the 
Wickedneſs of the Fact; when once a Woman has borne 
the Shame of a Whore, ſhe'll diſpatch you the Sin in a 
Moment. 


Wild. We re oblig'd to you Ladies, for your Advice; and ] 


in Return, give me Leave to give you the Definition of a 


good Wife, in the Character of my own. 


The Wit of her Converſation never out- ſtrips the Conduct 
of her Behaviour: She's affable to all Men, free with no 


Man, and only kind to me: Often chearful, ſometimes gay, 
and always pleas'd, but when lam angry ; then ſorry, not 


ſullen: The Park, Play-houſe, and Cards, the frequents in 
Compliance with Cuſtom ; but her. Diverſions of Inclination 
are at home; She's more cautious of a remarkable Woman, 
than of a noted Wit, well knowing that the lufect on of 
her own Sex is more catching than the Temptation of ours: 
To all this, ſhe is beautiful to a Wonder, ſcorns all Devices 
that engage a Gallant, and uſes all Arts to pleaſe her 
Huſband, | 


So, ſpite of Satire gainſt a marry'd Life, 
A Man is truly bleft with ſuch a Wife. 


E P I- 


I 


EP I L O 


By a FRIEND. 


entre bleu! were is dis dam Poet ? were 
Garzoon me wil cut off ail his tavo Car: 

Je ſuis Enrage now he is not here. 
He has affront de French Le wilaine Bete! 
De French! your 6% Friend !-——you fuffre dat ? 
Parbleu ! Meſffrrars a ſerait fort Tngrate ! 
Vat bade you Engliſh, dat you can call your own? 
Vat have you of grand Plea/ure in dis Town, 
V idout it come from France, dat wil go down ! 
Picquet, Baſt; your Vin, your Dreji, your Dance; 
'Tis all, you ſee, tout Alamode ds France. 
De Beau dere buy a hondre Knick-khnack ; 
He carry out Wit, but ſeldem bring it back: 
But den he bring a Snuff-box Hinge, Jo ſmall 
De Joint, you canno ſee de Vark at all, 
Coft him five Piſftoles, dat is ſheap enough, 
In tre Year it [all ſave half an Ounce of Suufft. 
De Ceguet, ſbe awe ber Ratafia dere, 
Her Gown, her Complexion, Deux yeux, Ber Lovere, 


As for de Cuckold-—— dat indeed you can make here, 


De French it is dat teach de Lady wwenr 
De fhert Muff, wit ber wite Elboav bart; 


De Beaux de large Muff, wit his Sleeve down dere. 


Ve teach your Vifts to ope dere Huſbands Purſer, 

To put de Furbelo round dere Coach, and dere Horſes, 
CGarzoon ! we teach you every Ting de Varle ; 

For wy den your damn Poet dare 10 ſnarle p 

Begar, me vil be revenge upon his Play, 

Tre touſan Refugee ( Parbleu cet wray) 

Sall ail come here, and damm him upon his tird Day. 


g 


; 


—_ — »„— — 


Pointing to his Fingers. 


F 1 N 1 S. 


PLAYS, 8 vo. lately pt inted, 1s 6d each. 


RT and Nature, by 
the Rev. Mr. Miller 
Athelwold, by A. Hill 
Alzira, by A. Hill 
Barbaroſſa, by Dr. Brown 
Pe>gar's Opera, with muſic 
Corniſh Squire, by Sir J. 
Vonbrugh 
Cælia, or Perjured Lover 
Cymbeline, by Hawkins 
Diſſembled Wanton 
Double Falſhood; or Diſ- 
treſſed Lovers, by Shake- 
ſpeare 
Douglas, by Mr. Home 
Double Deceit 
Double M ſtake, by Mrs. 
Griffyths 
Elfrid, or the Fair Incon- 
ſtant, by A. Hill 
Foundling, by Mr. Moore 
Fate of Villainy 
Faſhionable Lady 
Fatal Viſion, by A. Hill 
Guardian Outwitted 
H umours of Oxford 
Highland Fair, with Muſic 
Henry V. by A. Hill 
Henry VIII. by Mr. Grove, 
wita cuts 
Inſolvent, or Filial Piety 
Independent Patriot, 
F. Linch, Eſq; 
Lover, by 'The. Cibber 
Love in a Village, by Mr, 
Bickerſtaff 


by 


— 


Modiſh Couple, by C. 
Bodens j 

Mahomet, altered by Mr. 
Garrick 

Mother-in-Law, by Mr, 
Miller 


Momus turned Fahuliſt 

Midas, a Comic Opera 

Man of Taſte by Mr. 
Miller 

Minor, by Mr. Foote 

Miſer, by Fielding 

Oliver Cromwell, by Mr, 
Green 

Orators, by Mr. Foote 


Prodigal, by T. Odell 


Plain Dealer, altered by 
Bickerſtaff 


Papal Tyranny; or King 


John, by C. Cibber 
Periander, by T. Atkins, 


Rinaldo, by A. Hill 
Roman Revenge 
Scanderberg, by Havard 
Timon in Love, by Ralfe 
Timoleon, by B. Martin 
Village Opera, by John- 
c s 


on 

Univerſal Paſſion, by Mr. 
Miller 

Widow bewitched, by J. 
Motley 

Zara, with the Interlude, 
c. by A. Hill. 


FAR CES, 


FARCES, &c. 8 vo. lately printed, 1s each, 


4 


- Amintas, an Opera 
Author, by Mr. Foote 
'Boarding-School, with Mu- 
ſic, by Coffey 
Britons Strike Home, with 
Muſic, by W. Philips, 
Ef 


q- 
Beggar's Wedding 
Chambermaid, with Mu- 
ſic | 
Coffee-Houſe, by Miller 
Citizen, by Mr, Mur- 


phy 
Devil of a Duke 

Dämon and Phyllida, by 

C. Cibber 

Edgar and Emmeline, by 
Dr. Hawkeſworth 

Fatal Extravagante, by A. 
Hill 

Generous Free- maſon, by 


King Lear, altered by Mr. 
Colman 

Hoſpital for Fools, by Mr. 
Miller FED 

Livery Rake, by Mr, Phi- 
w with Muſic 

Muies in Mourning, to 
which is added Merlin 
in Love, by A. Hill 

Merry Cobbler, or Second 
Part of Devil to pay, 
with Muſic, by Coffey 


Oroonoko, altered by Dr, 


Hawkeſworth 
Quakers Opera, with Mu- 
ſic, by Mr. Walker 
Rover, by Mrs. Behn 
Spirit of ContradiQion 
Stratford Jubilee, by Mr, 
Gentleman - 


'Tafte, by Mr. Foote 


Mr. Chetwood, with Thomas and Sally, by 
Mafic Bickerſtaff 

PLAYS, 12mo, 6d each. ſe 
| Fai! 
A(ſop, by Vanbrugh Anna Bullen, by Bankes Fail 
Albion and Albianus Art ful Huſband Fat. 
Albion Queens, by Bankes Artifice, by Centlivre Flo 
Alcibiades, by Otway Athalia, by Duncomb Fri 
All for Love, by Dryden Aurengzebe, by Dryden Fun 
Ambitious Step-mother Baſſet Table, by Centlivre Gai 
Amboyna, by Dryden Beggars Opera, by Gay I 
Amorous Widow — Boll Stroke for a Wife Gee 
Amphytrion, by Dryden Bufiris, by Dr. Young (re 


Anatomiſt, by Ravenſcroft Buſy Body, by Centlivre 
| Caius 


PLAYS, 12mo. 


Caius Marius 


Captives, by Gay 
Careleſs Huſband 
Cato, by Addiſon 
Chances 


. Chaplet, by Mr. Mendez 


Committee, by Howard 

Conqueſt of Granada 

Comedy of Errors 

Conſcious Lovers 

Contrivances, by Carey 

Country Laſſes 

Cymbeline, by Shakeſpeare 

Cymbeline, altered by Mr. 
Garrick 

Damon and Phillida, by Mr. 
Dibden 

Devil to Pay, by Coffey 

Diſtreſſed Mother 

Don Carlos, by Otway 

Don Sebaſtian 

Double Dealer 

Double Gallant 

Drummer, by Addiſon 

Duke of Guiie 

Duke and no Duke 

Earl of Eſſex, by Bankes 

Evening's Love 

Every Man in bis Humour, 
altered by Mr. Garrick 

Fair Quaker of Deal 

Fair Fenitent, by Rowe 

Fatal Szcret 

Flora, or Hob in the Well 

Friendſhip in Faſhion 

Funeral, by Sir R. Steele 

Gameſter, by Mrs. Cent- 
livte 

George Barnwell, by Lillo 

Greenwich Park 


6d. each. 


Hamlet, by Shakeſpeare 


Henry V. by Shakeſpeare 


Henry V. by A. Hill 
Heroic Daughter 
Honeſt Yorkſhireman 
Inconſtant, by Farquhar 
Indian Emperor, by Dryden 
Indian Queen, by ditto 
Iſland Princeſs 

Jane Gray, by Mr, Rowe 
Jane Shore, by ditto 


King Arthur, by Dryden 


King Lear, by Shakeſpeare 
Ditto, by Tate 

King John, by Shakeſpearg 
Ladies Laſt Stake 

Love for Love 

Love in a Riddle 

Love's Laft Shift 

Love makes a Man 

Lying Lover, by Steele 
Macbeth 

Mourning Bride 


Nonjurer 


Old Bachelor 


Oroonoko, by Southern 


Orphan, by Otway 


Othello, by Shakeſpeare 
Phbædra and Hippolitus 
Polly, by Mr, Gay 


 Provoked Huſband, by 


Cibber 
Provoked Wife 
Recruiting Officer 
Refuſal, by Cibber 
Rehearſal, by D. of Bucks 
Relapſe, by Vanbrugh 
Revenge, by Dr. Young 
Richard III. altered by 


Cibber 
Rivat 


— 


PL AS, 12mo. 6d. each. 


Rival Queens, by Lee 

Romeo and juliet, altered 
by Mr. Garrick 

Schoolboy, by Cibber 

She would and ſhe would 
not, by Cibber - 

Siege of Damaſcus 


Sir Courtly Nice, by Crown 


Sir Harry Wildair | 

Sir Walter Raleigh 

Squire of Alſatia 

Stage Coach, by Farquhar 

Suſpicious Huſband 
Tamerlane, by Rowe 


Tender Huſband, by Steele 

Theodoſius, by Lee 

Timon of Athens 

Tunbridge Walks 

Twin Rivals, by Farquhar 

Venice Preſerved, by Ot- 
way 

Way of the World 

What d'ye call it? 

Wild Gallant 

Wit without Money 

Woman's a Riddle 

Wonder, by Centlivre 

Zara, by A Hill, Eſq, 
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